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ADVERTISEMENT 

FROM THE 

E D I T O R. 

THE litctrary world willperhaps think themfelves 
obliged to me for pubUIhing the tragedy of 
Alahcmitj Which had been barbaroufly mangled ih two « 
furreptitious editions. I can venture to aflure the ret* ' 
der, that it was written in 1736, and a copy of It <Aen 
fent by the author to the Pnna R9yal^ now King $f 
Pruffia^ who at that time cultivated the Belles^Lettres 
with aftoniihing fuccefS) and continues to maiie them 
his principal amufement* 

I was at Lijle in 17419 where Mr. Ji Vobatti cairi« 
to paft a few days : there was then the beft company t>f 
adors in the town that had ever been in Provence^ who 
jreprefented this piece highly to the fatisfadf on of a very 
numerous audience. The governor and the intends nt ' 
were feveral times prefcnt at the p«rformj|rice.j A tra- ' 
gedy written info new atafte* and on^b Jte B late ♦ fttb^*- 
jed» treated with fuch judgment and difcretion» in* 
. Vol. VI. B 4uc'd 
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ducM many prelates to have it adled in a private houfe 
bylhe fame perfons. l^heir opinion confinn'd that of 
(he public. The author was at the fame time fo happy 
as to get his manufcrlpt prefented to* one pf the firft 
men in the church, and indeed in all Europe, whofup« 
ported the weight of public affairs with firmnefs^ and 
judg'd concerning works of genius with true tafte, at 
an age when few men have, zni flill fewer preferve 
their wit and delicacy. He pronounc'd that the piece 
was written withall proper decorumaad circumfpedliont 
luid that it was impoflible to handle with more prudence 
fo dangerous a fubje^l j but that with regard to the 
poetry, fhere were many things in it that wanted cor* 
region: tbefe the author, to my knowledge, after- 
wards retouch'd with the greateft care. This was 
likewtfe the opinion of another eminent peribnage of 
equal rank, and of equal abilities. 

:At length this excellent performance, which had 
been licensed according to form in many other places, 
w^ exhibited at Paris on the ninth oiJuguJl^ 174a : 
a whole box was fiU'd with the principal magiftrates of 
the city : the minifters were alio prefent, and all were 
«f the fam^jgittnion with the excellent judges above* 

II J— ibfci—<— ^— *— i—— ■■ ■ 

• CandiaalFlcury* 

;nen.tioii'd» 
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mcntioh*(L There were however fome perlbns at the 
firft rcprefentation who difapprov'd of it: whether it 
was that in the hurry of the a£tion they did not fuf- 
iiciently attend to the gradual procefs of it, or that 
they were little vers'd in ftage matters, • they feemM 
fliock'd at Mahomet^ ordering a man to commit mur- 
ther, and making nfe of his religion to ftir up an in- 
nocent youth, the inftrument of his crimes, to an a(^ 
faffination. Thefe gentlemen, ftruck with the horror 
of the adion, did not fufficiendy cohfider, that this 
murthdr is reprefented in the tragedy as the mofl a- 
trocious of all crimes, and that indeed it was morally 
impoffible it (hou'd be otherwife \ the truth was, they 
faw indeed but one fide, the ufual method which men 
take to deceive, themfelves,. And as they confiderM 
that fide only, it was no wonder they iliou'd take of- 
fence, which a little more attention wou'd eafily have 
removed : but in the firft heat o^ their zeal they cry'd 
out, it was a dangerous performance, and fit only to 
produce Ravaillacs and Jacqius Clements. A moft 

: : rm " ' ' ■ 

? The true ftate of the cafe vris that the Abhe ^s Foxlainm- 
and fomc otheis as malicious as himfeTf, decry*c) the tragedy of 
Mahomet, as » wicked and fcandalous perf^ance: the afiair 
made fo much noifir, that the prime minifter. Cardinal Flcuiy, 
who had long before read and approv'd of it, was notwitliftau*. 
ing obliged to advile the author to withdraw it« 

B 2 cxtsaordinary 
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extraordinary piece of criticiim which thtfe gentlemen 

no doubt are by this time heartily, afham'd of. This 

wou'd in efFed be to affirm, that Hsrmionb teachoi 

us to aflaffinate kings, Electjca to kill our mothers^ 

Cleopatra, and Medea to flay our own children; 

that Harpagon makes mifers, the Gamzstzm. 

gamefters, and Tartufft hypocrites* The cenfure of 

Mahomtt wou'd carry with it even more injuftice tbaa 

this, becaufe the iniquity of that falfe prophet is repre* 

fented in a light^ more odious and deteftable than any of 

the vices or follies fatyris'd in thofe performances* The 

tragedy was written direAly in oppofition to the 

Ravaillacs and Jacqu^CUments^ in fo much that, as a 

perfon of excellent judgment lately obferv'd, if Ma^ 

hornet had been written in the time of Hmry IIL and 

Henry IV. it might hBve fav'd both their lives. Wou'd 

one think it poffiUe that the author of the Henri ade 

would ever have met with fuch a reproach, he who has 

lb often in that poem, and in other parts of his works, 

lifted up his voice, not only againft fuch crimes, but 

againft all thofe pernicious maxims which are the 

caufes ofihem i The more Irea^ that wriier^s works, 

die more have I always found the love of piAlic good 

their diftinguiflMig cbaraifteriftic ; every part of them 

iofpiffea 
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iafprnf honror and ^letdUcion of rebdlion^ peribcoefoi^ 
and fanatidToi. 

Is Aexc a good and worthy cidzen who wou'd not 
adopt all tbe maxims of the Hntriade 1 Does not that 
poem infpire us with the love of virtue ? Mah^nut ap* 
^qipears to me to be written in the fame- fpirit, and 
lliis I am perfuadcd the author's greateft enemies will 
femkly acknowledge. 

^ He ibcn perceived that a formidable party was raised 
againft him : ibme of the moft violent amongft them 
had got die ear of a few great men, who not having 
ieen die piece themfel ves, believed every thing that tbefe 
gentlemen thought proper to report concerning it^ 
Tbe celebrfited Molier^^ the glory of Frofue-^ was 
once in nearly the fame condirion, when his Tartuffe 
was firft eriiibited : he had immediate recourfe to 
Lams ibegreatj who knew and lov'd him* Theautbo* 
rity of that monarch foon put an end to the fitiifter and 
malevolent mifreprefentations of Tartuffe : but timc» 
are chang'd: that protedion whkh is giyeii to arts in 
their infant ftate, cannot be expefled to continue after 
thofe arts have been cultivated for a length of time : 
befides that one man may not have intereft to obtain 
that which another had procured with eafe : fouie inftru* 
ments muft be.fettQ work^.fome dlicy/Spns made^ 

B 3 fome 
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(omened examihattonipafs'd ihrougb,I>efofealiy thing 
can be done in his favor. The author therefore thought 
it .moft adviieable to -withdraw his piece, after the 
third reprefentation, iti hopes that time wou'd get the 
better of prejudice^ which muft Inevitably * happen a- 
inongft a people fo fenfible and judicious as our own. 
It was put in the public papers, that the tragedy of 
Mahomet had been fiopp'd by order of the government* 
which was an abfolute falfehood :' no fuch order was 
ever given > and the firft men in the kingdom, who* 
had feen this tragedy, unanimoufly concurred in their 
admiration of it. Seme perfons having haftily irani^. 
ctib*d a few fcenes from the a&ors parts, two or three ' 
imftrftSt editions crept into the world : it is eafy tb^ 
lee how much they differ from the true work which I 
have here given. Prefixed to this tragedy are fevera) 
ioterefting pieces $ one of the moft curious amongft 
l!htm, in my opinion, is a letter written bytheauthof< 
10 hb majefty the king $/PruJia^ on his return through* 
Hottund^ after a vifit to him. In papers of this kind, 

* What tht editor^foreQiw in x'j^x did anally come to paft 
in >7S'» ^^" ^'* tragedy was rcprefented with tmivcrl^ 
anplanre. Cabal and jierfeculion gave way to the v»ice of the 

I»abllc»an4 pci'hapi tbemorc rcadtiy at many by this time began tob 
eeJ fome remorfe at having forcM a man to <^uit his counu-y, who 
iMdlabour^arofycscftfvllytorihehoiiottf ofit. - * 

which 
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vhich were jk)C originally defignM for the public, one 
fees the real fentiments of jnen : I flatter myfelf the/ 
wOl afford the fame pleafure to every true philofopher 
which they gave me in the perufa!. 



To his Majesty* 
The King of PRUSSIA. 

SIR,. Rctterdam^ January 20y 1742. 

IA M at prefent, Uke the pilgrims of Micca^ turning 
their eyes perpetually towards that city after 
leaving it, as I do mine towards the court of Pruf' 
Jia. My heart, deeply penetrated with the fcnfe of 
your majefty*s goodneis, knows no grief but that which 
arifes from my incapacity of being always with you. 
I have taken the liberty to fend your majefiy a fre(h 
copy of Mahtmietj the (ketch of which you have-fecn 
fome time ago. This is ,a tribute which I pay to the 
lover of arts, the feniible critic, and above all, to. the 
philofopher much more than to the fovereign* Your 
majefty knows by what motive I was infpir'd in the 
compofition of that work. The love of mankind, and 
the hatred of fanaticifm, two virtues that adorn your 
throne, guided my pen : I have ever been of opinion, 
B 4 that 
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that tragedy fliou'd coneft, as well as movt die heart. 
Of what poniequence or importance to manJuAd are 
the paiBons or misfortunes of any of the heroes of an* 
tiquity, if they do not convey fome inftnidon to us f 
It is univerfally acknowledged, that the comedy of 
TarHijffi^ a piece hitherto une^uall'd, did a great deal 
of good in the world, by (hewing hypocrify in its piso- 
per light ; and why therefore Ihou'd we not endeavour 
in a tragedy to expole that fpecies of impofture which 
fe^s to work the hyprocrify of fome, and the matdnefs of 
others ? Why may we not go back to the hiftories of 
thofe antient ruffians, the illuftrious founders of Ai* 
perdition and fanaticifm, who firft carry*d the fword to 
the altar to facrilice all thofe who refused to embrace 
their do£lrInes ? 

They who tell us that thefe days of wickednefs are 
pad; that we iball never fee any more Barcochebas^ 
Mahmetij John of Leyden^s^ &c* And that the flames 
of religious war are totally extinguifh^d, in my opi« 
nion, pay too high a compliment to human nature. The 
iame poifon ftiU fubfifts, though it does not appear fo 
opcnl y, fome fymptoms of this plague break out from 
time to time enough to infed the earth : have not we 
*A our own age feen the prophets of Civenms killing 

in 
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in the name of God tfaofe of their (e&^ who were Mt 
fuffidently pliant to their purpofes ? 

The adion I have defcrib'd is terrible ; I don't know 
whether horror was ever carry'4 farther on any ftage* 
A young roan born with virtuous inclinations, feduc'd 
by fimaticifiDs aflaffinates an old man who loves him ; 
and whilft he im^ines he is ferving God, is, witl^ut 
]mowiiig it) guilty of parricide : the murther is commit* 
ted by the order of an impoftor> who promii^ him a 
jtewgrd, which proves to be inceft. This, I acknow^ 
kdge, is full of horror; but your m^efty is throughly 
fenfible? Aat tragedy ihou'd not confift merely of love^ 
jealoufy, and maniage : even our hiftorians aboimd in 
a£Uons much more horrible dian that which I have in<* 
veiited. iSffd does not know that the perfon whom he 
afiaffiiiates is bis father, said when he has committed 
the crimep feels the deepeft remorfe for it ; but Me- 
%eraf tells us, t!tatzt Milan a father kill'd his fon with 
his own hand on account of religion, and was not in 
the lestft bpj for it. The flory of the two brothers 
Diaz is well known; one of them was at Rome and 
the other at jflkmagne, in the beginning of the com- 
motions rais'd by Luther : Bartbohmetu Diaz, hear- 
ing that his brother embraced the opinion of Luther at 
Francfort, left Rome on purpofe to aflailinate him,. 
B 5 and 



tdls its» chat &2rx^>2^2E«rB' Dzool rsx a ^rtmt haxmrd in 
^■oy rfw, fa# na^xKi hff£vtsrmrt: c ."gor tf i^ncner guid- 
^ fy tm^. Htf^yrny vc xe> brought up in that 
bolj religion, irbKh is an ttCKxr to cru?!tT, a rdigi- 
oo which teaches Icci^-fiintrf In^ anc not itvcngc, waa 
pccuaikd that ixx^eft y au^h: msxe a tnan an aflaffin 
and a parricide : ought we sec to lilc up on all fidts 
againft iudh uutinal maxima? tbm put the poniard 
ioco the hanJ of that mcniicr who v^pnvM Frmnct of 
Hthft tc€ G*€at : thcfc j^oc'd the piitcrc of y«airf 
CUmtTit on the aiur, ;:;>J his nimc amorgft the laints : 
thcfc toe k awsy the Lie oi" // .' -.\:.Tt prince of Or^mge^ 
(ouncer of the iibcnr a:iJ proi'pciitT of his country.^ 
SaLtde (hot at &n J wounded hio) in die forehead with 
a pulol ; and 6t^^\it tells us, that SauWde wou^d not 
dare to unJertike that enttrrprirTr till he had purify'd 
his foul hy confcili^n at the feet of a Dominican, and 
f jf tify'd it by the hoJy facramcntv H<rrtra has fome. 
thing more horrible, and more liJiculous concerning 
l\ llejiicd firm^ \ uys he ) of:.r si^ exampU of §ut 
fivltur JJuiCl, i/»y ami his jalnts. Bii»:***'/ar Girard^ 
who af:erv/arvis tudk ^w^y the life of that great man, 
bwhav'J in the Umc manner as Salude. 
I h;:\c rcmaik'Jy that all thofe who voluntary €om« 
. mi c ted 



mittcdTuch crimes were young men like Setd» Bahha-> 
far Girard was about twenty years old, and the four 
Spaniardsy who had bound themfelves by oath with him 
to kill the prince, were of the fame age. The mon- 
fter who kiird Henry III. was but four-and twenty, 
and Poltrotj who affaflinated the great Duke ofGhife 
only twenty five : this is the age of fcduftion and 
madnefs. In England I was once a witncfs how far the 
power of fanaticifm cou'd work on a weak and youth- 
ful imagination: a boy of (ixteen, whofe name was 
Shepherdy engaged to affafSnate king George I. your 
majefty's grandfather by the mother's fide. Whr.t 
could ptompt him to fuch madnefs ? the only reafon 
to be affigned was, that Shepherd was not of the fame 
religion with the king. They took pity on his youth, 
offered him his pardon, and for a long time endea*. 
voured to bring him to repentance; but he always 
perfifted- in faying, it was better to obey God than 
man 5 and if they let him go, the firft ufe he made of 
of his liberty fliould be to kill the king: fo that they 
were obliged at laft to execute him as a monftcr, 
whom they defpaircd of bringing to any fenfe of 
reafon. . 

I will venture to affirm, that all who have fccn 
any thing of mankind muft have remarked, how eafily 

nature 



iialure is fometimcs facrificed to fuperftitlco : how 
many fathers have detefted and difinherjted their cbjl* 
dren f how many brothers have perfecuted brothers oA 
this deftru^ve principle ? . I have myfelf feen inftances 
of it in more than one family. 

If fuperftition does not always fignalize itfelf in tbofe 

glaring crimes which hiftory tranfmits to us, in iocie* 

ty it does every day all the mifchief it poffibly can : 

"difunites friends^ feparates kindred and relations^ de« 

ftroys the wife and worthy by the hands of fools and 

enthufiafts : it does not indeed every day poifon a S^ 

crates^ but it baniflies Defcartes from a city which ought 

to be the afylum of liberty, and gives Jurim^ who 

a^ted the part of a prophet, credit enough to im- 

povcrilb the wife pbilofopher BayU\ it, baniibed the 

fiicceflbr of the great Leibnit%^ and deprives a noble 

alTcmbly of young men that crouded to his ledhires of 

pleafure and improvement: and to re^eftabtifli him 

heaven muft raife up amongft us a royal philolbpher, 

that true miracle which is fo rarely to be ieen. In 

V am does human reafon advance towards perfe&ion, by 

meaiis of that philofophy which of late hath made fo 

great a progrefs in Europe : in vain do you, moft noble 

prince, both infpire and practice this humane philo* 

ibj^y : wliilil in the fame age wherein reafon raifes her 

throne 
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difone on one fide, ihs ixioft-id>turd fanadcifin adontf 
her altars on the other. 

It maj perii^ b^ objeAed to me, that, out of my 
too abundant zeal, I have made ^d/frMsr/ in this tragedy 
guilty of a crime which in reality he was not capable of 
committing. The count de BculaiavUIierSj fometimc 
fince, wrote the life of ^s orophet, whom he ,endea« 
voured to reprefent as a great man^ appointed by pro* 
vidence to puniQi the chriftian world, and change tht 
face oTat leaft one half of the globe. AA; Sale like* 
wife^ who has given us an excellent tranflation of the 
alcoran into EnglUh, wou'd perfuade us to look upon 
MabQmet as a Numa or a Thefeus. I will readily ac« 
knowledge, that we ought to refpe£l him, if, born a 
l^itimate prince, or call'd to government by the voice 
of the people, he had inilituted ufeful and peaceful 
laws like Numa^ or like ThefeuSy defended his coun« 
trymen : but for a drhrer of camels to ftir up a fadlion 
in his village ; to aflbciate himfelf with a fet of wretch* 
ed Coracites, and perfuade them that he had an inter* 
view with the angel Gabriel-, to boaft that he was 
carry *d up to heaven, and there received part of that 
unintellible book which contradidls common fenfe In 
every page ; that in order to procure refped to this ri- 
diculous performance he (hou'd carry fire and fword 

into 
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into his country, murther fathers, and ravifli their 
daughters, and after ail give thofe whom he conquered 
the choice of his religion or death ^ this is furely what 
no man will pretend to vindicate, unlefs he was born 
a Turk^ and fuperftition had totally extinquiihed in him 
the light of nature. 

Mahomet^ I know, did not actually commit that 
particular crime which is the fubje£t of this tragedy: 
hidory only informs us, that he took away the wife of 
Seid^ one of his followers, and perfecuted Abufiphan^ 
whom I call Zopir ; but what is not that man capable 
of, who, in the name of God, makes war againft his 
country ? It was not my defign merely to reprefcnt a 
real fa<5>, but real manners and cliaraftcrs, to make 
men think as they naturally muft in thefr circumftan- 
ccs ; but above all it was my intention to fhew the 
honidfchemcs which villainy can invent, and fanaticifm 
put in practice. Mahomet is here no more than 
lartuffe in arms. 

Upon the whole I (hall think myfelf amply rewarded 
for my labour, if any one of thofe weak mortals, who 
are ever ready to receive the imprefllons of a madnefi 
forci2n to thtir nature j fliou*d learn from this piece 
to guard themfclvcs againft fuch fatal dclufions j if 
*\ftcr being ihock'd at the dreadful confcqoences of 
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S^J*s obedience, he (hou'd (ay to himfelf, why muft I 
blindly follow the blind who cry out to me, bate, per* 
fecute all who are raih enough not to be of the fame 
opinion with ourfelve9, even in tbix^ and matVers we 
do not underftand i what infinite fervice wou'd it be 
to mankind to eradicate fuch falfe fentiments 1 A fpirit 
of indulgence woufd make us all brothers ; a fpirit of 
pel fecution can create nothing but monfters. ThisI 
know is your majefty's opinion : to live with fuch a 
pifioce, and fuch a philofopber, wou'd be my greateft 
faappinefs ; my fmcere attachment can only be equaird 
by my regret -, but if other duties draw me away, they 
can never blot out the refped I owe to a prince, who 
talks and thinks like a man, who defpifes that fpecious 
gravity which is always a cover for meanne/s and ig* 
norance: a prince who converfes with freedom^ 
bccaufe he is not afraid of being known ; who is ftill 
eager to be inftru£led, and at the fame time capable 
himfelf of inftruding the moft learned and the mod 
fagacious. 

I (hall, whilft I have life, retrain with the moft 
profound refpe£l, and deepefl: fenfe of gratitude, your 

majefty's, &c. &c. &c. 

A 



♦A LETTER rromMr,VOl.TAIRE 

TO 

Pope BENEDICT XIV. 

Moftbtefled father, 
Y^UR bolinefs will pardon the Ubertf taken by one 
of the loweft of die faithful, though a zealous admirer 
of virtue, of fubmkt?ng to the head of the true relrgion 
ihit performance, written in oppofition to the fomukr 
pf a falte and barbarous feA. To whom cou'd I with 
more proprtetyuifcribe a fatire on the cruelty and 
errors o£ a falfe prophet, than to the vicar and repre* 
^ntative of a God of truth and mercy ? your holine& 
will therefore give me leave to throw at your feet both 
\\\e piece and the author of it, and humbly to rofoeft 
your protedtion of the one, and your benediiSiion of 
the other } In hopes of which, with the profoundeft 
yevercnce, I kifs your facred (eet» 
Paris, Jujujl 17, 174.5. 



* Theft ttuvc letters ait tiannuted from the Italian* 

The 
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^Tbc Answer of Pope BsirxpicT XlV* 
To Mr. VOLTAIRE. 

BeneHaus P. P. JiUao fiio fabUm & JpoftgRam 

^ HIS day fev'iinight I was favored widi your excd- 
lent tngcdy of JUabamety which I have rtad with 
great {deafure : Cardinal Paffionei has likewife prelcnted 
me with your fine poem of FpnUnof. Signor Lipntti 
this day repeated to me your * diftigb made oo mj 
retreat. * Yefterday morning Cardinal Valenti gave me 
your letter of the ^^^eiAuguJ^. Somanyaieths 
obligations which you have conferr'd on me^ for which 
I am greatly indebted to you ; for all and eveiy one of 
diem, and to afliire you that I have the higheft efteem 
for your merit, which is univerfally acknowledg'd* 

The Jiftich has been publifli'd at RNnti^ and ob)ec« 
ted to by one of the UtUrati^ who, in a public conver. 
iatioo, affinn'd that there was a miftake in it with 
regard to the word bic^ which is made ihort, whereas 
it ought to be always long. To which I reply*d, that 



* Tbc dillich is as follows : 
Lambcitmiis nc cfty .Rome oecitSy tc potcr orett, 
Qgi wyndmn kxigas doctti^ vin^tibus wnat. 

it 



it may be either long or (hort ; Firgilhmng made it 
/hortin this verfe; • ^^ 

Solus hie in^x^fenfos, animumquelabantenu 
And long in ano^er. 

Hie finis Priami fatorum, hie exitus iltum. 

TTie anfwer I think was pretty full and convineiiig^ 
confidering that I have not look'd into Firgil thefe fif- 
ty years. Tfce caufe however is properly yours ; to 
your honour and fincerity therefore, of which I have 
the higheft opinion, I (hall leave it to be defended 
agalnft your oppofers and mine, and here give you m/ 
apoftolical benedidion* Datum Roma apud Jan£lam 
Mariam major em die 19 Sept. Pontificatus no/irt artn^ 
fexto^ 

A LETTER of Thanks 

f R O M 

Mr. VOLTAIRE to the POPE. 

Tp H E features of your excellency are not better eiP- 
prefs'd on the medal you were fo kind as to fend 
me, than are the features of your mind in the letter 
which you honour'd me with : permit me to throw at 
your feet my fincereft acknowledgments :, in points of 



( »9) 
L'terature, as well as in matters of more importance^ 
your infallibiliy is not to be difputed : your excdlencjr 
is much better vers'd in the Latin tongue than the 
Frenchman whom you condefcended to corred : I am 
indeed aftoniih'd how you cou'd ib readily appeal to 
Virgil: the popes were always rank'd amongftthemoft 
learned ibvereign's, but amongft them I believe diere 
never was one in whom fo much learning and tafte 
united. 

Agnofco rerum dominos^ gentemque togatam. 

If the Frenchman who found fault with the word hie had 
knovm as much of Virgil Of your excellency, be might 
have recolleded a verfe where hie is both long and 
(hort 

Hie vir hie eft tibi quem promitti (aepius audis* 

I cannot helpconfklering this verfe as a happy prefage 
of the favors conferred on me by your excellency. 
Thus might Rome cry out when BenediSf XIV. was 
rab'd to the fupremacy : with the utmoft refped and 
latitude I kiis your facrcd feet, &c. &c. 



D R A- 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

Mahomet* 

Zopxit^ Scheik of Mecca. 

Q 7 General and fecond in command t<> Miiho« 

Vy met. 

;Seid, 1 SUveatoMahonwt. . V 

FAXMIItA, J 

PMANoit, Senior of Mecca. " 
Company of Meccans. 
Compuny of Mttfulmett. 

SCBN«, MlCCA* 



M A H O M E T. 



TRACED Y. 



T 



AC T I. SCENE 1. 
. ZOPIR, FHANOR. 
ZOPIR. 
ERnk'fithou thy friend will eyer bend the knee 
To this prou4'hypocrice j ihall I fall down 
And worihip, I who banifh'd him from Mecca ? 
No : punifli me, juft heav'n» as I deferve. 
If e'er this handt the friend of innocence 
And freedom, ftoop to: cherifh foul rebellion^ 
Or aid impofturvto dvceive mankind Ji 

PHANOR. 
Thy zeal is noble> and becomes the chief 
QCIAtiailViacred fenate, but may prove 

Deftnic- 
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Deftru^ive to the caufe it means to {trve : 
Thy ardor cannot check the rapid pow'r ' 
Of Mahomet, and but provokes his vengeance ; 
There Wjas a time when you might frfcly draw 
The fword of jufticc, to defend the rights 
Of Mecca, and prevent the flames of war 
From fpreading o'er the land ; then Mahomet 
Was but a bold and factious citizen. 
But now he is a conqu'ror, and a king : 
Mecca's impoftor at Medina (hines 
A holy prophet ; nations bend before him, 
^And learn to worfhip crimes which we abhor. 
Ev'n here, a band of wild enthufiafts, drunk 
With furious zeal, fupport his fond delufions. 
His idle tales, and fancy*d miracles : 
Thefe fpread fedition thro* the gapirt^ 'throng, • ^j 
Invite his forces., and believe? a God^ 1 * 

Infpires, and renders him invincible. 
The lovers of their country thint with you. 
But wifeft couniels are not always folIow*d ; i 
Falfe zeal, and fear, and love of novelty 
Alarm the croud ; already half our city i . 
Is left unpeopled ; Mecca cries aloud 
To thee her fatheri and demands a peace. 

ZOP.IR. 
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20PIR« 
Bnce with a traitor ! coward nation, what ^ 
Can you txpoEt but flav'ry from a tyrant ! 
Go, bend your fupple knees, and proftrate fall 
Before die idol whofe oppreffive hahd 
Shall crufli you all : for me, I hate the traitor ; 
This heart's too deeply wounded to forgive : 
The favigc^rourthVcr robb*d me of a wife 
And two deu- children : nor is his refentment 
Lefs fierce than mine ; I forcM hls-camp, purfiied 
The coward to his tent, and flew his fon : 
The torch of hsitred is Ut^up between us. 
And time can ne'er extinguiih it. 

PHANOR. 

I hope 
It never will ; yet (hou'd'ft thou hide the flame. 
And facrifice thy griefs to public good : 
What if he lay this noble city wafte. 
Will that avenge thee, will that ferve diy caufe ? 
Thou haft loft all, fon, brother, daughter, wife, 
Mecca alone remains to give thee comfort. 
Do not lofe that, do not deftroy diy country. 

20PIR. 
Kingdoms are loft by cowardice alone. 

PHANOR. 
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, PHANOR. 
As oft perhaps by obftinate refaftance. 
«OPIR. 

Then let us perllhf if it be our fate. 

PHANOR. 
When thou art almoft in the harbour thus 
To brave the ftorm, is falfe and fatal courage : 
KiAd heav'n> thou (ec^Ai. (loints out to thee the 
To foften this proud tyrant; fair Palmira 
Thy beayiteous captive» brought up in the camp 
Of this deftru^ive conqueror, was fent 
By gracious heav'n, the meilenger of pebce, 
Thy guardian angel, to appeafe the wrath 
Of Mahomet i already by his herald 
He has demanded her. 

ZOPIR. 

And wouM^frdiou have me 
Give up fo fair a prize to this barbarian ? 
What! whilft the tyrant fpreadt deftruAion rouiMl 

him, 
Unpeoples kingdomSf and deftroys mankind, 
Shall beauty^s charms be Atcrific'd to bribe 
A madman's frenzy } 1 ihou'd envy hiol 
That lovely fair one more than all his glory | 

Noc 
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Not that I feel the flings of wild defirc, 
Or, in the evening of my days, indulge. 
Old as I am, a ihamelefs paffion for her ; 
But, whether objeds born like her to pleafe. 
Spite of ourfelves demand our tend'reft pity. 
Or that perhaps a childlefs father hopes 
To find in her another daughter, why 
I know not, but for that unhappy maid 
Still am I anxious ; be it weaknefs in me, 
Or reafon's powerful voice, I cannot bear 
To fee her in the hands of Mahomet ; 
Wou'd I cou'd mould her .to my wiflies, form 
Her willing mind, and make her hate the tyrant 
As I do ! ihe has fent to fpeak with me 
Here in the facred porch — and lo F (he comes : 
On her fair cheek the blufli of modefty 
And candor fpcaks the virtues of her heart. 

SCENE II. 

ZOPIR, PALMIRA. 

ZOPIR. 
Hail, lovely maid ! the chance of cruel war 
Hath made thee Zopir's captive, but thou art not 
Amongfl barbarians ; all with me revere 
Palmira's virtues,- and lament iier fate. 

Vol. VI. C Whilft 
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Whilft youth with innocence and beauty plead 
Thy caufe ; whate'er thou a(k'ft in Zopir's pow'f 
Thou fhalt not afk in vain : my life declines 
Towards its period, and if my laft hours 
Can give Palmira joy, I (hall efteem them 
The beft, the happieft I have ever known. 

PALMIRA. 
Thefe two months paft, my lord, your prisoner, hcrct 
Scarce have I felt the yoke of flavery j 
Your gen'rous hand, flill rais'd to footh affli^ion» 
Hath wiped the tears of forrow from my eyes, 
And foften'd all the rigour of my fate : 
Forgive me, if embolden'd by your goodnefs 
I aflc for more, and center ^v'ry hope 
Of future happinefs on you alone ; 
Forgive me, if to Mahomet's requeft 
I join Palmira's, and implore that freedom 
He hath already a(k'd : O liften to him, 
And let me fay, that after heav'n and him 
^ am indebted moft to gen'rous Zopir. 

ZQPIR. 
Has then oppreffion fuch enticing charms 
That thou fhou'd'ft wifli and beg to be the flavc 
Of Mahomet, to hear the daih of arms, 

With 
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With him to live in deferts, and in caves^ 
And wander o'er his ever fhifting country i 

PALMIRA. 
Where'er the mind with eafe and pleafure dwells. 
There is our home, and there our native country : 
He form'd my foul ; to Mahomet I Owe 
The kind inftru£Uon of my earlier years ; 
Taught by the happy part'ners of his bed. 
Who ftill adoring and ador'd by him 
Send up their pray'rs to heav'n for his dear fafcty, 
I liv*d in peace and joy ! for ne'er did woe 
Pollute that feat of blifs till the fad hour 
Of my misfortune, when wide- wafting war 
Ruih'd in upon us and enflav'd Palmira : 
Pity, my lord, a heart opprefs'd with grief, 
That fighs for obje6b far far diftant from her. 

ZOPIR, 
I underftand you, madam, you expe£l 
The tyrant'^ band, and hope to (hare his throne. 

PALMIRA. 
I honour him,' my lord ; my trembling foul 
Looks up to Mahomet with holy fear 
As to a God ; but never did this heart 
E*er cherifh the vain hope that he wouM deign 

C 2 To 
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To wed Palmira : No : fuch fplendor ill 
Wou'd fuit my humble ftate. 
ZOPIR. 

Whoe'er thou art, 
He was not born, I truft, to be thy hufband. 
No, nor thy matter ; much I err, or thou 
Spring*ft from a race defign'd by heav'n to check 
This haughty Arab^ and give laws to him 
Who thus aflumes the majcfty of kings. 

PALMIRA. 
Alas ! we know not what it Is to boaft 
Of birth or fortune ; from our infant years 
Without or parents, friends, or country, . doom'd 
To flav'ry i here refign'd to our hard fate. 
Strangers to all but to that God we ferve. 
We live content in humble poverty. 

ZOPIR. 
And can ye be content ? and are ye ftrangers. 
Without a father, and without a home? 
I am a childlefs, poor, forlorn, old man ; . 
You might have been the comfort of my age : 
To form a plan of future happine^ 
For you, had foften'd my own wretchednefs, 
And made me fome amends for all my wrongs : 
But you abhor my country and my law. 

PAL 
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PALMIRA. 
I am not mifbefs of myfclf, and how 
Can I be thine ? I pity thy misfortunes. 
And blefs thee for thy goodnefs to P^mira ; 
But Mahomet has been a father to me. 

ZOPIR. 
A father ! ye juft Gods ! the vile impoftor ! 

PALMIRA. 
Can he deferve that name, the holy prophet. 
The great ambaflador of. heav'n, fent down 

T' interpret its^ high will ? 

ZOPIR. 

Deluded mortals ! 
How blind ye are, to follow this proud madman, 
This happy robber, whom my juftice fpared. 
And raife him from the fcaflTold to a throne I 

PALMIRA. 
My lord, I fhudder at your imprecations ; 
Though I am bound by honour and the ties 
Of gratitude to love thee for thy bounties, 
' This blafphemy againft my kind prote6lor 
Cancels the bond, and fills my foul with .horror. 
O fuperftition, how thy favage pow'r i 

Deprives at once the beft and tend'reft hearts 
Of their humanity ! 

C 3 Spite 
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ZOPIR. 

Alas! Palmira, 
Spite of myfelf, I feci for thy misfortunes. 
Pity thy weaknefa, and lament thy fate, 

PALMIRA. 
You will not grant me then— — 

Z O P I R. 

I cannot yield thee 
To him who has deceived thy eafy heart. 
To a bafe tyrant j No : thou art a treafure 
Too precious to be parted with, and mak'ft 
This hypocrite but more detefted. 

SCENE III. 

ZOPIR, PALMIRA, PHANOR, 

Z O P I R. 

Phanor, 
Wh.it v/oud'ft thou ? 

PHANOR. 
At the city gate that leads 
To Mead's fertile plain the valiant Omar 
Is juft arriv'd. 

ZOPIR. 
Indeed ! the tyrant's friend, 
^^ ? fierce vindiaiv* Omar, his new convert. 

Who 



MAHOMET. 31 

Who had fo long opposed him^ and ftill fought 
For us ! 

PfifANOR. 
Perhaps he yet may ferve bis country. 
Already he hath offer'd terms of peace -, 
Our chiefs have parleyed with him, he demands " 
An hoftage, and 1 hear they've granted him 

The noble Seid, 

PALMIRA. 

Scid ? gracious heav'n ! 

PHANOR. 

Behold ! my lord, he comes. 

. 2 O P I R. 

, . Ha ! Omar here ! 
There's no retreating now, he muft be heard j 
Palmira, you may leave us.-— O ye gods 
Of my forefathers, you who have prote&ed 
The fons of Ifinael thefe three thoufand yeirs. 
And thou, O Sun, with all thofe facred lighti 
That glitter round iis, witnefe to my troth. 
Aid and fupport me in the glorious eonfird 
With proud iniquity I 



C'4 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
ZOPIR, OMAR, PHANOR, Attendants. 

ZOPIR. 

At length, it feems, 
Omar returns, after a three yeara^bfence. 
To vifit that lov'd country which bis hand 
So long defended, and his honeft heart 
Has now bctray'd : deferter of our gods, 
Dcfertcr of our laws,. how dar'ft thou thus 
Approach thefe facrcd walls to perfecute 
And to opprefs ; a public robber's flave ; 
What is thy errand I wherefore com'ft thou hither? 

(OMAR. 
To pardon thee : by me our holy prophet. 
In pity to thy age, thy well-known valour. 
And paft misfortunes, offers thee bis hand : 
Omar is come to bring thee terms of peace. 

ZOPIR. 
And fliall a faAious rebel offer peace 
Who (hou*d have fued for pardon ? gracious gods ! 
Will ye permit him to ufurp your pow'r, 
And fuffer Mahomet to rule mankind ? 
Doft thou not bluib, vile minion as thou art. 
To ferve a traitor ? has thou not beheld him 
Fricndlefs amkpoor, an humble citizen. 



And 
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And ranking with the mcaneft of the throng ? 
How little then in fortune or in fame ! 

OMAR. 
Thus low and grov'ling fouls like thine pretend 
To judge of merit, whilft in fortune's fcale 
Ye weigh the worth of men : proud empty being, 
Doft thqu not knQW that the poor worm which crawls 
Low on the earthy and the imperial eagle 
That foars to heav'n, in the all-feeing eye 
Of their eternal maker are the fame. 
And (brink to nothing ? men are equal all ;] 
From virtue only true diftinftion fprings, 
And not from birth : there are exalted fpirits 
Who claim refpeft and honour from themfelvcs 
And not their anceftors : thefe, thefe my lord. 
Are heaven's peculiar care, and fuch is he ' 
Whom I obey, and who alone deferves 
To be a mafter ; all mankind like me 
. Shall one day fall before the conqu'ror's feet. 
And future ages follow my example. 

ZOPIR. 
Omar, I know thee well; thy artful hand 
In vain hath drawn the vifionary portrait ; 
Thou may*ft,deceive the multitude, but know, 

C 5 What 
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What Mecca worfhips Zopk can defpife : 
Be honed then, and with th'impartial eye 
Of reafon look on Mahomet ; behold him 
But as a mortal, and confider well 
By what bafe arts the vile impoftor rofe, 
A camel- driver, a poor abje<Sl flave. 
Who firft deceived a fond believing woman. 
And now fupported by an idle dream 
Draws in the weak and cred'lous multitude : 
Conderan'd to exile, I chaftis'd the rebel 
Too lightly, and hh infolence returns 
With double force to puniih my indulgence. 
He fled with Fatima from cave to cave. 
And fufFcr'd chains, contempt and banifhment ; 
Mean time the fury which he call'd divine • 
Spread like a fubtle poifon thro' the croud; 
Medina was infeSed : Omar then. 
To rcafon's voice attentive, wou'd have fiopp'd 
Tb' impetuous torrent ; he had courage then 
And virtue to attack the proud ufurper, 
Tho* now he crouches to him like a flave. 
If thy proud matter be indeed a prophet. 
How did'ft thou dare to punifli him ? or why. 
If an impoftor, wilt thou dare to ferve him ? 

. OMAR. 
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OMAR. 
I puniih'd bim becaufe I knew him not } 
But now, the veil of ignorance removed, 
I fee him as he is ; behold him born 
To change th' aftoniih'd world, and rule mankind: 
When I beheld him rife in awful pomp 
Intrepid, eloquent, by all admk^d. 
By all ador'd ; beheld him {peak and a<^ 
Punifh and pardon like a God, I lent 
My little aid, and joynM the conqueror. 
Altars, thou know'ft, and thrones were our reward i 
Once I was blind, like thee, but, thanks to heav*n I 
My eyes are openM now ; wou'd, Zopir, thine 
Were open too ! let me intreat thee, change. 
As I have done ; no longer boaft thy zeal 
And cruel hatred, nor blafpheme our God, 
But fall fubmif&ve at the hero's feet ' 

Whom thou has injur'd \ ktfs the hand that bears 
The angry light'ning left it fall upon thee. 
Omar is now the fecond of mankind ; 
A place of honour yet remains for thee. 
If prudent thou wilt yield, and own a maftcr: 
What we have been thou know'ft, and what we are ; 
The multitude are ever weak and blind, « 
Made for our ufe, born but Co fervc the gre»t^ 

But 
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But to admire, believe us, and obey : 

R,eign then with us, partake the feaft of grandtur. 

No longer deign to imitate the croud, , 

But henceforth make *em tremble. 

ZOPIR. 

Tremble thou. 
And Mahomet, with .all thy hateful train : 
Think'ft thou that Mecca's faithful chief will fall 
At an impoftor's feet, and crown a rebel ? 
I am no ftranger to his fpecious worth i 
His courage and his condud have my praife ; 
Were he but virtuous I like thee ihou'd love him ; 
But as he is I hate the tyrant : hence. 
Nor talk to me of his deceitful mercy. 
His clemency and goodnefs ; all his aim 
Is cruelty and vengeance : with this hand 
I flew his darling fon \ I banifh'd him : 
My hatred is inflexible, and fo 
Is Mahomet's refentment : if he e'er 
Re-enters Mecca, he muft cut his way 
Thro' Zopir's blood, for he is deeply ftain'd 
With crimes that juftice never can forgive. 

OMAR. 
To (hew thee Mahomet is merciful. 
That he can pardon tbo' thou can'ft not, here 
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I offer thee the third of all our ipotis 
Which we have ta'en from tributary kings ; 
Name your conditions, and the terms of peaces 
Set your own terms on fair Palmira ; take 
Our treafures, and be happy. 

ZOPIR. 

Think'ft thou Zopir 
Will bafely fell his honour and his country. 
Will blaft his name with Infiuny for wealth. 
Hie foul reward of guilt, or that Pahnira 
Will ever own a tyrant for her mailer ? 
She is too virtuous e^er to be the flave 
Of Mahomet, nor will I fuller her 

To fidl a facrifice to bafe impoftors. 

Who wou'd fubvert the laws, and undermine 

The fafety and the virtue of mankind* " 

OMAR. 
Imfdacably fevere ; thou talk'ft to Omar 
As if he were a criminal, and thou 
Misjudge; but henceforth I wouM have thee ad 
A better part, and treat me as a friend. 
As the ambafiador of Mahomet, 
A conqu'ror and a king. 

ZOPIR. 
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ZOPIR. 
A king f who madc^ 

Who crowned him f 

OMAR. 

Viftory : refpefl his glory. 

And tremble at his pow'r : amidfl: his conquefts 

Th6 hero offers peace ; our fwords are ftill 

Unflicath'd, affd woe to this rebelliohs city 

If (he fubmits not: think what blood muft flow. 

The blood of half our fcllow-citizens ; 

Confidcr, Zopir, Mahomet is here. 

And even now requefts to fpeak with thee. 

ZOPIR, 
Hal Mahomet! 

OMAR. 

Yes, he conjures thee, 

. ZOPIR. 

Traitor ? 

Were I the fole dcfpotic ruler here 

He Ihou'd be anfv*'cr'd foon by chaftifement. 

OMAR. 
I pity, Zopir, thy pretchdeJ virtue ; 
But fmce the fenaie infolcnily claim 
Divided empire with thee, to the fcnatc 
Let us begone i Omar will meet thee there. 

ZOPIR. 
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ZOPIR. , 
ril follow thee : we then fliall fee who beft 
Can plead his caufe : I will defend my gods. 
My country, and her laws \ thy impious voice 
Shall bellow for thy vengeful deity, 
Thy perfecuting god, and his falfe prophet* 

[Turning to Phanor* 
Hafte, Phanor, and with me repulfe the traitor | 
Who fpares a villain is a villain :--*come. 
Let us, my friend^ unite to cruih bis pride. 
Subvert his wily purpofes, deftroy him. 
Or perifh in th' attempt : If Mecca liftens 
To Zopir's councils, I (hall free my country 
From a proud tyrant's powV, and fave mankind. 

End of the First Act; 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

SEID, PALMIRA. 

PALMIRA. 
T T TElcome, my Seid, do I fee thee here 
y ^ Once more in iafety ? what propitious Go'd 

Conduced 
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Conduced thee ? at length Palmira's woes 
Shall have an end, and we may yet be happy. 

SEID. 
Thou fweeteft charmer, balm of ev'ry woe. 
Dear obje£l of my wifhes and my tears, 

fince thatdayof blood when fluih*d with conqueft 
The fierce barbarian (hatch'd thee froni my arms. 
When mid'ft a heap of ilaughter*d friends I lay 
Expiring on the ground, and called on death, 

But call'd in vain, to end my hated beings 
What have I fuiler'd for my dear Palmira ! 
How have I curs'd the tardy hours that long * 
Witbeld my vengeance ! my diftraded ibul 
Impatient thirfted for the bloody field. 
That with thefe hands I might lay wafle this (eat 
Of flav'ry, where Palmira mourn'd fo long 
In fad captivity j but thanks to heav'n I 
Our holy prophet, whofe deep purpofes 
Are far beyond the ken of human wifdom. 
Hath hither fent his chofen fcrvant Omars 

1 flew to meet him, they requlr*d an hoilage ; 

I gave my faith, and they received itj firm 

In my refulve to live or die for thee, 

PAL- 
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PALMIRA. 
Seid, the very moment e'er thou cam'il 
To calm my fears, and fave me from defpair. 
Was I intreating die proud Mtviiher } 
Thou know'ftt I cry'd, the only good on earth 
I'priz'd is left behind,, reftore h to me : 
Then clafp'd his knees, fell at the tyrant's feet,' 
And bath'd 'em with my tears, but all in vain : 
How his unkind refuial ihock*d my foul I 
My eyes grew dim, and motionleft I flood 
As one deprived of life; no fuocour nigh. 
No ray of hope was left, when SeiJ came 
To eaie my troubled heart, and bring me comfort. 

8EID. 
Who cou'd behold unmov'd Palmira's woes ? 

PALMIRA. 

The cmel Zopir ; not infenfible. 

He feem'd to my misfortunes, yet at laft 

Unkindly told me, I muft never hope 

To leave thefe walls, for nought ibou'3 tear me from 

him* 

8EID. 

'Tis falfe j for Mahomet, my royal matter. 

With the vi^rious Omar, and forgive me, 

If to thefe noble friends I proudly add 

The 
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The name of Seid,. thefe (hall fet thee free^ 
Dry up thy tears, and make Palmira happy : 
The God of Mahomet, our great proteflor. 
That God whofefacred ftandard I have borne; 
He who deftroy*d Medina's haughty raniparts 
Shall lay rebellious Mecca at our feet ; 
Omar is here, and the glad people look ' 
With cyesoffriendfliipon htm j in the name 
Of Mahomet hecomes^ and meditates 
Some noble purpofe. 

PALMIRA. 

Mahomet indeed 
Might free us, and unite two hearts long fince 
Devoted to his caufe y but he, alas 1 
Is hr remov'd, and we ab%ndon'd captives. 

SCENE II. 

PALMIKA, SEID, OMAR. 

OMAR. 
Defpair not j heav'n perhaps may yet reward you^ 
For Mahomet and liberty are nigh. 

SEID. 

Is he then come ? 

PALMIRA. 

Our friend and father f 

OMAR* 
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OMAR. 

Yes. 

I met the council, and by Mahomet 

Infpir'd, addrefs'd them thus : << Within thefe walls, 
" Ev'nhere, I cry*d, the Favorite of heav'n, 
" Our holy prophet, firft drew breath, the great 
4* The mighty conqu'ror, the fupport of kings, 
^^ And will ye not permit him but to rank 
<* As friend and fellow citizen ? he comes not 
" To ruin or enilave, buttoprotcS, 
" To teach you and to fave, to fix his pow*f, 
^ And hold dominion o*er the conquer'd heart/* 

I ipake ; the hoary (ages fmilM applaufe. 
And all inclined to favor us ; but Zopir, 
Still refolute and ftill inflexible, 
Dedar'd, the people ihou'd be call'd together, 
And give their gen'ral voice : the people met, 
Again I fpake, addrefs'd the citizens. 
Exhorted, threatened, pra<£Us'd evVy art 
To win their favor, and at length prevail'd ; 
The gates are open'd to great Mahomet, 
Who after fifteen years of cruel exile 
Returns to blefs once more his native land ; 
With him the gallant Hali, brave Hercides, 
And Ammon the invincible, befidcs 
A numerous train of chofen followers : 

The 
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The people throng around him;' fome with. looks 
Of hatred, fome with fmiles of x:ordiaI love i 
Some blefs the hero, and fome curfe the tyrant : 
Some threaten and blafpheme, whilft others fall 
Beneath his feet, embrace and worihip bim $ 
Mean- time the names of God» of peace, and freedoo^ 
Are eccho'd thro' the all-believing croud ^ 
Whilft Zopir's dying party bellows forth 
In Idle threats its impotent revenge : 
Amidft their cries, unruffled and ferene,. 
In triumph walks the god-like Mahomet^ 
. Bearing the olive in hfis hand ; already 
Peace is proclaimed, and fee ! the conq'uVor comes* 

SCENE IH. 

- MAHOMST> OMAR, HERCIDES, SEIP» 

TALMIRAi Attendant»» 
MAHOMET. 
My friends, and fellow-lab'rers, valiant Half^ 
Moract, and Hammon, and Hercides, hence 
To your great work, and in my name inftruA 
The people, lead them to the paths of trutb^ 
Promife and threaten ; let my God alone 
Be worfhipp'd, and let thofe who will not love 
Be taught to fear him. — * Seid, art thou here ? 

. SEID. 
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SEID. 
[y eveF-honour'd father, and my king, 
ed by that pow'r divine who guided thee 
o Mecca's walls, preventing your commands 
came^ prepared to live or die with thee. v 

MAHOMET, 
'ou (hou'd have waited for my orders ; he 
IHio goes beyond his duty knows it not ; 
am heavn's minifter, and thou art mine ; 
earn then of me to ferve and to obey. 

PALMIRA, 
brgive, my lord, a youth's impatient ardor: 
^oug^t up togethes from our infant years, 
'he fame our fortunes, and our thoughts the £une : 
las ! my life has been a life of forrow ; 
ong have I languifh'd in captivity, 
ar from my friends, from Seid, and from thee ; 
jid now at laft, when I beheld a ray 
^comfort fliining on me, thy unkindnefs 
lafts my fair hopes, and darkens all the fcene. 

MAHOMET, 
almira, 'tis enough : I know thy virtues ; 
ret nought difhirb thee : fplte of all my cares, 

Glory^ 
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Glory, and empire, and the weight of vfZTy 

I will remember thee } Palmira ftill 

Lives in my heart, and (hares it with mankind : 

Seid ihall join our troops ; thou, gentle maid, 

May'ft ferve thy God in peace ; fear nought but 2^pirf 

SCENE IV. 
MAHOMET, OMAR. 
MAHOMET. 
Brave Omar, ftay, for in thy faithful bofom 
Will I repofe the fecrets of my (bul s 
The^ing'ring progrefs of a doubtful fiege 
May ftop our rapid courfe i we muft not give 
Thefe weak deluded mortals too much time 
To pry into our adliona : prejudice 
Rules o'er the vulgar with defpotic fway. 
Thou know*ft there is a tale which I have fprcd 
And they believe, that univcrfal empire 
Awaitt the prophet,* who to Mecca's walls 
Shall lead bis conquVing bands, and bring her peace* 
Tis mine to mark the errors of maiikind, 
And to avail me of them ; but whiUl thus 
I try each art to footh this fickle people. 
What thinks my friend of Seid and Palmira I 

CM A &. 
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OMAR. 
I think moft nobly of them, that amidft 
Thofe fewftaunch followers who own no God, 
No faith but thine» who love thee as their fiither. 
Their friend, and bencfa£lor, none ob^y 
Or ferve thee with an huipbler, better mind ; 
They arc moft faithful. 

MAHOMET. 
Omar, thouVt decciv'd ; 
They are my word of foes, they love each othcn 

OMAR. 
And can you blame their tcnderncfs ? 

MAHOMKT. 

My friend, 

rU tell thee all my weaknefs. 

OMAR. 

Howr my lord f 
MAHOMET. 
Thou know'ftthe reigning paiEon of my foul ; 
Whilft proud ambition and the c^res of empire 
Weigh'd heavy on mej Mahomet's hard life 
Has been a conflift with oppofing nature. 
Whom I have vanquifli'd by aufterity. 
And felf-denials I have banifh'd from me 
That baleful poifon which unnerves mankind. 

Which 



48 M A H O M E; T. 

Which only ferves to fire them into madnefs. 
And brutal follies ; on the burning fand 
Or defert rocks I brave th* inclement (ky. 
And bear the feafons rough viciflitude : 
Love is my only folace, the dear objeft 
Of all my toils, the idol I adore, 
The God of Mahomet, the powerful rival 
Of my ambition : know, mid*ft all niy queens^ 
Palmira reigns fole miftrefs of my heart : 
Think tlien what pangs of jealoufy thy friend 
Muft feel when (he exprefs'd her fatal paiSon 

For Scid. 

OMAR. 

But thou art reveng'd. 

MAHOMET. 
Judge thou 
If foon I ought not to take vengeance on them ; 
That thou raay'ft hate my rival more, I'll tell thee 
Who Seidand Palmira are -i- the children 
Of him whom I abhor, mydeadlieft foe.. 

OMAR. 
Ha! Zopir! 

MAHOMET. 

Is their father : fifteen years 

Are paft fince brave Hcrcides to my care 

Gave 
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Gave up their infant years ; they know not yet 
Or who or what they are ; I brought them up 
Together; I indulged their lawlefs paffion. 
And added fewel to the guilty flame. 
Methinks it is as if the hand of heav'n 
Had meant in them to center cv'ry crime. 
But I muft — Ha ! their father comes this way. 
His eyes are full of bitternefs and wrath 
Againft me : — now be vigilant, my Omar, 
Hercides.muft be careful to poflefs 
This moft important pafs ; return, and tell me 
Whether 'tis moft expedient to declare 
Againft him, or retreat : away. 

SCENE V. 

ZOPIR^MAHOMET. 

ZCjPIR. 

Hard fate ! 

Unhappy Zopir ! thus compelled to meet 

My worft of foes, the foe of all mankind ! 

MAHOMET. 
Since 'tis the will of heav'n that Mahomet 
And Zopir fhou'd at length unite, approach 
Without a bluft), and fearlefs. tell thy tale. 
Vol. VI. D ZOPIR. 
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ZOPIR. 
I blufh for thee alone, whofe baneful arts 
Have drawn thy country to the brink of ruin ; 
Who in the bofom of fair peace woud'ft wage 
Inteiline war, loofen the facred bonds 
Of friendfhip, and deftroy our happinels ; 
Beneath the veil of profFer'd terms thou mean 'ft 
But to betray, whilft difcord ftallcs before thee : 
Thou vile aflemblage of hypocri fy 
And infolence, abhorred tyrant I thus 
Do the chos'n minifters of heav'ndifpenfc 
Its iacred bicffings, and announce their God? 

MAHOMET. 
Wert thou not Zopir, I wou'd anfwer thee 
As thou deferv'ft, in thunder, by the voice 
Of that offended being thou derid'ft : 
Arm'd with the hallow'd koran I wou'd teach thee 
To tremble and obey in humble filcnce : 
And with the fubjcfl world to kneel before me ; 
But I will talk to thee without difguife, 
As man to man (hou'd fpeak, and friend to friend : 
I have ambition, Zopir ; whcre's the man 
Who has it not? but never citizen. 
Or chief, or prieft, or king projeded aught 
So noble as the plan of Mahomet; 

lA 
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In ads or arms hath ev'ry nation (hone . 

Superior in its turn ; Arabia now 

Steps forth ; that gen'rotis people, long unknown 

And unrefpefted, faw her glories funk. 

Her honours loft ; but, lo ! the hour is come 

When {he fhall rife to vift'ry and renown j 

The world lies defolate from pole to pole ; 

India's a flave, and bleeding Perfia mourns 

Her flaughter'd fons j whilft Egyjjt hangs the head 

Deje£l;ed, from tl\p walls of Conftantlne 

Splendor is fled ; the Roman empire torn 

By difcord, fees its fcatter'd members fpread 

On ^v^ry fide inglorious \ let us raife 

Arabia on the ruins of mankind : 

The blind and tott'ring univerfe demands 

Another worftiip, and another God. 

Crete had her Minos, iEgypt her Ofiris, 

To Afia Zoroafter gave his laws. 

And Numa was in Italy ador'd : * 

O'er favage nations where nor monarch's ruled 

Nor manners foften'd, nor religion taught. 

Hath many a fage his frultlefs maxims fpredj 

Beneath a nobler yoke I mean to bend 

The proftrate world, and change their feeble laws, 

Aboliflj their failfe worfliip, to pull down 

' Da Their 
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Their pow Vleis gods, and on my purer faidi 
Found univerfal empire : (ay not, Zopir, 
That Mahomet betrays' his country, ho : 
I mean but to deftroy its weak fupports. 
And, banifliing idolatry, unite ic 
Beneath one king, one prophet, and one God| 
1 fhall fubdue it but to make it glorious* 

ZOPIR. 
Is this thy purpofe then, and dar'ft thou thus 
Avow it ? can'ft thou change the hearts of men. 
And make them think like thee ? are war and flaughtcr 
The harbingers of wifJom and of peace ; 
Can he who ravages inflrud mankind ? 
If in the night of ignorance and error 
We long have wandered, muft thy dreadful torch 
Enlighten us ? what right haft thou to empire ? 

MAHOMET. 
That right which firm exalted fpirits claim 
0*cr vulgar minds. 

ZOPIR. 

Thus evry bold impoftor 
May forge new fetters, and enflave mankind : 
He has a right, it fecms, to cheat the world 
If he can do it with an air of grandeur. 

MAHOMET. 
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MAHOMET. 
I know your people well ; I know they want 
A leader ; iny religion, true or falfe. 
Is needful to them : what have all ypur gods 
And all your idols done ? what laurels grow 
Beneath their altars ? your low grov'ling feft 
Debafes man, unnerves his a£Hve foul. 
And makes it heavy, phlegmatic, and mean ; 
Whilft mine exalts it, givej it ftrengtl^and courage : 
My law forms heroes. 

ZOPIR. 

Rather call them robber*: 
Away s nor bring thy hateful leflbns here ; 
Go to the fchool of tyrants, boaft thy frauds 
r o loir ivx^;r*a, •;;rhe:e the;; reign'lt fupi erne, 
Where blinded bigots bend beneath thy pow'r. 
And thou behold'ft thy equals at thy feet. 

MAHOMET. 
My equals t Mahomet has none ; long fince 
I pafs'd 'em all ; Medina is my own, 
And Mecca trembles at me ; if thou hold'ft 
Thy fafety dear, receive the peace I oflfer. ' 

ZOPIK. 
Thou talk'ft of peace, but 'tis not in thy heart ; 
I'm not to be deceiv'd. 

D3 MAHO- 
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MAHOMET. 

I wouM not have thee i 
The weak deceive, the powerful command : 
To-morrow I fhall force thee to fubmit j 
To-day, obferve, I wou'd have' been thy friend. 

ZOPIR. 
Can we be friend* ? can Mahomet and Zopir 
E'er be united ? fay, what God (hall work 

A miracle like that ? 

MAHOMET, 
ril tell thee one, 
A powerful God, orte that is always heard, 
By me he fpcaks to thee. 

ZOPIR. 
Who is it? name him. 

MAHOMET^ 
Int'reft, thy own dcar,int*reft. 

ZOPIR* 

Sooner heav'n 

And hell fliall be united ; intel^ft 

May be the god of Mahomet, but mine 

Is— juftice : what (ball join them to each other ? 

Where is the cement that muft bind our friendihip ? 

Is it that fon I flew, or the warm blood 

Of Zopir's houfe which thou has Ihed ? 

^ MAHO- 
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MAHOMETi 

It 13 

Thy blood, thy fen's for now I will unveil 

A fecret to thee, known to none but me : 
Xhou weepeft thy children deadj they both arc — 
living.. 

ZOPIR. 

"What iay'ft thou ? living? unexpe6)!ed bli/s ! # 
My children living ? 

MAHOMET. 
Yes ; and both — my prisoners,- 
ZOPIR. 
My children fiaves to thee ? impoflible ! 

MAHOMET. 
My bounty nourifh'd them. 

ZOPIR. 

And cou'd'ft thou fpare 
4 child of Zopir's ? 

MAHOMET. 
For their father's faults 
I wou'd not punifh them. 

ZOPIR. 

But tell me, fay. 
For what are they referv'd ? 

MAHO- 
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MAHOMET* 

Their life or death 
Depend on me : fpeak but the word, and thou 
Art maftcr of their fate. 

ZOPIR. 

O name the price 
And thou flialt have it i muft I give my blood. 
Or muft I bear their chains, and be the flave 

Of Mahomet ? 

MAHOMET, 

I aik not either of thee : 

Lend me thy aid but to fubdue the world i 

Surrender Mecca to me, and give up 

Your temple, bid th* aftonifhM people read 

My facred Alkoran, be thou my vailal, 

And fall before me, then will I reftore 

Thy foh, perhaps hereafter may reward thee 

With honours, and contrail a doler tie 

With Zopir, 

ZOPIR. 

Mahomet, thou fee'ft in me 
A tender father : after fifteen years 
Of cruel abfence, to behold my children. 
To die in their embraces, wece the iirft 
And faireft bleiSngs that my foul cou'd wi(h for ; 

But 
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But if to thee I muft betray my country. 
Or lacrifice my children, know, proud tyrant, 
The choice is made already — fare thee well. 

MAHOMET. 
Inexorable dotard ! but henceforth 
I will be more implacable, more cruel 
Ev'n than^thyfelf. 

SCENE VI. 

MAHOMET, OMAR. 

OMAR. 
And fo indeed thou muft be. 
Or all IS loft : already I have bought 
Their fecret counfels : Mahomet, to-morrow 
The truce expires, and Zopir reaflumes 
His pow'r ; thy life's in clanger : half the fenate 
Are leagu'd againft thee : thofewho dare not fight 
May hire the dark aSaflin to deftroy thee ; 
May fcreen their guilt beneath the mafk of juftice. 
And call the nuirthei: legal puniQiment. 

MAHOMET. 
Firft they (hall feel mf vengeance : perfecution, 
Thoii know'ft, ha3 ever been my beft fupport. 
2^fir muft die. 

D5 OMAR, 
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OMAR. 
*Tis well refolv'd : his fate 
Will teach the reft obedience : lofe no time. 

MAHOMET. 

Yet, fpite of my refentment, I muft hide 

The murth'rous hand that deals the blow, to fcape 

Sufpicion's watchful eye, and not incenfe 

The multitude. 

OMAR. 

They are not worth our care. 

MAHOMET. 

And yet they muft be pleas'd : I want aa arm 
That will ftrikc boldly. 

OMAR. 
Seid is the man -,. 
ril anfwer for him. 

MAHOMET. 

Scid? 
OMAR. 

Ay : the bcft. 
The fitteft inftrument to fervc our purpofe : 
As Zopir's hoftage he may find occafion 
To fpeak with him, and foon avenge his matter. 
Thy other fay'ritcs are too wife, too prudent 



For 
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For fuch a dang'rous enterprize ; old age 

Takes off the bandage of credulity 

From mortad eyes ; but the young fimple heart, 

The willing flave to its oym fond opinions; 

And voidof guile, will aA as we diredl it : 

Youth is the proper period for delufion. 

Seid, thou know'ft, is fuperftitious, bold. 

And violent, but eafy to be led ; 

Like a tame lion, to his keeper's voice 

Obedient. ' 

MAHOMET. 

What ! the brother of Palmira f 

OMAR. 
Ay ; Seid, the fierce fon of thy proud foe, 
Th'inceftuous rival of great Mahomet, 
His mailer's rival. 

MAHOMET. 
Ideteft him, Omar, 
Abhor his very name i my murther'd fon 
Crys out for vengeance on him ; but thou know'ft^ 
The objeft of my love, and whence Ihc fprung ; 
Thou fee'ft I am opprcfs'd on ev'ry fide -, 
I wouM have altars, vidlims, and a throne ; 
1 wou'd have Zopir's blood, and Scld's too i . 
I rauft confult my int'rcft, ray reverse, 
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My honour, and my love, that fatal pafllon^ 
Which, fpite of my refentment,^ holds this heart 
In fhaipeful chains: I muft confult religion^ 
All powerful motive^ and neteffity 
That throws a veil o'er cv'ry crime-^away* 

End of the Second Act. 



ACT 111. SCENE I. 

5E1D, PALMIRA. 

PALMIRA. 
Seid, keep me not in dread fufpenfe. 
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What is this fecret facrifice i what blood 
Hath heav'n demanded i 

S£ID. 

The eternal pow*r 
Deigns to accept my fervice, calls on me 
To execute its purposes divine $ 
To him this hearths devoted, and for him 
This arm (hall rife in vengeance ; I am bomid 
To Omar and to Mahomet, have fwom 
To perifll in the glorious caufe of heav'n : 
My next and de^reft care ihall be Palmira* 

PAL- 



M A H O M E T.. 6r 

PALMIRA. 
Why was not I a witncfs to thy. oath ? 
Had I been with thee, I had been lefs wretched s 
But doubts diftraft me : Omar talks of treafon. 
Of blood that ibon muft flbw ; the fenate's rage» 
And Zoplr's dark intrigues : the flames of war 
Once more are kindled, and the fword is drawn 
Hea/n only knows when to be fheath'd again : 
So fays our prophet, he who cannot lye. 
Cannot deceive us : O I fear for Seid, 
Fear all from Zopir. 

SEID. 

Can he have a heart 

So bafe and Co perfidious ? but this morning^. 

When as an hoftage I appeared before him, 

I thought him noble, gen'rous, and humane ; 

Some pow'r invincible in fecret work'd. 

And won me to him ; wiiether the refpedit 

Due to his name, or fpecious form external 

ConcealM the blacknefs of his heart I know not i 

Whether thy prefence fiU'd my raptur'd foul 

With joy that drove out cv'ry painful fenfe, 

And wou*d not let me think on aught but thee : 

Whatever the caufe, methought Iwas moft happy 

When neareft him : that he ihou'd thus feduce 

My 
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My ezfy heart make»me deteft him more; 
And yet how hard it is to look on thofe 
With eyes of hatred whom we wi(h to lore t 

PALMIRA. 
By evVy bond hathheav'n united tu^ 
And Seid and Palmira are the fame : 
Were I not bound to thce» and to that faith 
Which Mahomet infpires, I too had pleaded. 
The caufe of Zopir i but religion^ love,, 
And nature, all forbid it. 

SEID; 

Think no more 
Of vain remorfe, but liften td the voice 
Of heav'n, the God we ferve will be propitious :: 
Our holy prophet who protcfts his children 
Will blefs our faithful love : for thy dear fake 
I hazard all. Farewell. . 

8 C E N E IL. 

PALMIRA alone. 

Some dark prefage* 
Of future mifcry hangs o'er me flill: 
That love which made my happincfs, this day^ 
So often wi(h'd for, is a day of horror : 
What is this dreadful o^th, this folemn.compad 

Which 
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Which Seid. talks of? IVe a thoufand fears. 
Upon mc when I thi;ilc,of Zopir: oft 
As I invoke great Mahomet^ I fcef 
A fecret dread, and tremble as I worfhip :: 
O favc me, heaven ! fearful I obey. 
And blind I follow : O dirc<St my fteps 
Aright, and deign to wafh my tears away V 

SCENE III. 
MAHOMET, PALMIRA, 

PALMIRA* 

Propitious hcav'n hath hear^my pray'ri ; he comes^ 

The prophet comes. O gracious Mahojpet, 

My Seid ■ 

MAHOMET. 

What of him ? thou fecm'ft difturb'd ;. 

What ihou'd Palmira fear when I am with her ! 

PALMIRA. 

Have I not caufe when' Mahomet himfelf 

Seems touch'd with grief? 

MAHOMET. 

Perhaps it is for thee : 

Dar'ft thou, imprudent maid, avow a paffioa 

E'er 1 s^ipcov'd it : is the he^t I form'd 

Turn'd i«bf 1 to its mailqr, to my laws ^ 

Unfaithful ? O ingratitude ! 

PAL- 
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PALMIRA. 

Mf Lord, 

Behold me at your feet, and pity me : , 

Did'ft thou not once propitious fmile upon us, 

And give thy (an<5lion to our growing love ? 

Thou know'ft the virtuous pai&on that unites us 

Is but a chain that binds, us more to thee. 

MAHOMET. 
The bonds that folly and imprudence knit 
Are dang'rous ; guilt dotlv fometim^s follow dofe 
The jfteps of innocence : our. hearts deceive us. 
And loye, with all his ftore of dear delights. 
May coi^,us tears,, ai>d dip his fhafts in blood. 

PALMIRA. 
Noc wou'd I mqrmu;- if it flow'd for Seid. 

. MAHOMET. 
Are you indeed fo fend i 

PALMIRA. 

E'er fince the day • 
When good Hfercides to thy facred pow'r 
Confign'd us both, unconquerable inftin£t. 
Still growing with our years, united us ' 

In tender friendflrip ; 'twas the work of hdii^n 
That guides our evVy a^on, and oe'r-niles 

The 
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The fate of mortals; fa Ay doAriaes teach : 
God cannot change, nor gradou& heav'n condemn 
That love itfelf infpir'd : what once was right 
Is always ib ', can'ft thou then blame Psdmira ? 

MAHOMET. 
I can, and muft ; nay, thou wilt tremble more 
When I reveal the horrid fecrct to thee. 
Attend, rafh maid, and let me teach thy foul 
What to avoid, and what to follow : liften 

To me alone. 

PALMIRA. 

To thee alone Palmira 
Wai liften ever, the obedient fltve 
Of Mahomet; this hmtt can never lofe 
Its reneratioA for tny ikcred HMe. 
MAHOMET. 
That veneration in excels may lead 

To foul ingratitudes 

PALMIRA. 

When I forget 

Thy goodneis, dien may Seid punifli me I 

MAHOMET. 
Seid! 

PAL- 
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•PALMIRA. 
O why, my lord, that cruel frown. 
And look feverc ? 

MAHOMET. 
Be not alarin'd 5 I meant 
But to explore the fecrets of thy hearty 
And try if thou wert worthy to be fav'd : 
Be confident, and reft on my proteSion ; 
On your obedience will depend your fate ; 
If ye expea a bleiEng at my hands. 
Be careful to deferve it, and whate'er 
The will of heav'n determines touching Scid> 
Be thou his guide, direfl: him in the patha 
Of duty, and religion j let him keep 

"** ** " '*- "'^ - -.— -1- *-!» ■ ■ »»»V^ ^C T^nlr t liu-L 
A^Ad I^AV/tAAAiW, <UAU UC WCrikli^ UA X iuUAUSt 

. PALMIRA. 
O he will keep it ; doubt him not, my lord, 
rU anfwer for his heart as for my own j 
Seid adores thee, worfhips Mahomet 
More than he loves Palmira ; thou art all 
To him, his friend, his father, and his king : 
rU fly, aad urge him to his duty« 
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fi C E N E IV. 

MAHOMET alone. 

Well : 
Spite of myfelf I muft, it feems, be made 
A confident ; the fimple girl bcttay'd 
Her guilty flame^ and innocently plung'd 
The dagger in my heart : unhappy race ! 
Father, and children, all my foes, all doom'd 
To make me wretched ! but ye foon (ball prove 
That dreadful is my hatred,---and my love. 

S C E N E V. 

MAHOMET, OMAR. 

. OMAR. 
At le;i^tb the Hour is come, to feize Palmira„ 
To conquer Mecca, and to punifh Zopir; 
His death alone can prop our .feeble caufe. 
And humble thefe proud citizens : brave Seid 
Can beft revenge thee ; he has free aecefs 
To Zopir : yonder gloomy paflage leads 
To his abode ; thei'e the rebellious c^ief 
His idle vows a|id flattering incenfe pours 
Before his fancy'd deities -, there Seid,' 
Full of the law divine by thee infpu'd,, 

Shalt 
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Shall facrifice the traitor to the God> 
Of Mahomet. 

MAHOMET. 
- He {hall : that youth was borft 
For crimes of deepcft die : he fliall be firft 
My ufeful flave, my inftrurocnt, and thea 
The vt^kn of my rage ; ft muft be. fo: 
My fafety, my refemment>. and my lovc^ 
My holy faith, and the decrees of fate. 
Irrevocable,, all require it of me : 
But think^ft thou, Omar^ he, hath all the warmth 
Of wild fanaticifm ? 

OMAR. 
1. ktxoyy h^ haft 
Ancr futts our purpoie weir; niaant too 
Will urge him on^ religion, love, oefentment 
Will blind his headftroog youth, and hurry him 

To madnefs« 

MAHOMET. 

Haflr thou bound hiia by an oadi? 
OMAR. 
O yesj in alt the gloomy pomp of rites 
Noaumal, oaths, and altars, we have fix'd 
His fuperftittous foul, plac'd ii> bis hand 

The 
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The facred fword, and Rfd htrh with the rage 
Of fierce cnthufiafm — but behold him. 

SCENE VL 

MAHOMEE, OMAR, SEID. 

MAHOMET. 

Child 
Of heav'n, decreeM to execute the laws 

Of an oiFended God, now hear by me 
His facred will: thou muft avenge his caufe. 

SEID. 
O thou, to* whom my foul devoted bends 
In humblefl adoration, king, and prophet, 
SovVeign acknowledged by the voice of heav'n 
O'er proftrate nations— I am wholly thine : 
But O enlighten my dark mind, O fay, 
How can weak man avenge his God i 

MAHOMET. 

Oft-times 
Doth he make ufe of feeble hands like thine 
To punifh impious mortals, and afTert 
His pow'r divine. 

SEID. 
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SEID. 

Will he, whofe pcrfed image 
Is feen in Mahomet, thus condefcend 
To honour Seid ? 

MAHOMET. 

Do as he ordains ; 

That is the higheft honour man can boaft 

Blindly to execute his great decree : 

Be thankful for the choice, and ftrike the blow : 

The angel of deftruaion (hall affift. 

The God of armies (hall proteft thee. 

> 
SEID. 

Speak; 

What tyrant muft be flain ? what blood muft flow ? 

MAHOMET. 
The murth'rer's blood whom Mahomet abhors. 
Who perfecutes our faith, and fpurns our God, 
Who flew my /on, the worft of all my foes. 

The cruel Zopir. 

SEID. 

Ha ! muft Zopir fall ? 

MAHOMET. 
And doft thou paufe f prefumptuous youth ! 'tis impious 
But to deliberate : far from Mahomet 

Be 
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Be allivho for themfelyes ihall dare to judge 

Audacious; thofe who real. n :.re not oft 

Prone to believe j th / r.'..t is to obey. 

Have I not t^-ll .ucc ^ .: .. whe will of heav'n 

DeU:.. .r. ^ * 'I'.i '.,. ... .eed that Mecca, 

Spite of her c. ..1: :. ;uia bafe idolatry. 

Shall be the o: .mis^d temple, the chos'n feat 

Of empire, wii'^re.I am appcdnted king. 

And Pontiff, know'ft thou why our Mecca boafls 

Thefe honours ? knoVft thou holy Abram here 

Was born, that here his facred afhes reft ? 

He who, obedient to the voice of God, 

Stilled the cries of nature, and gave up . 

His darling child : the fame all pow'rful being 

Requires of thee a facrifice, to thee 

He caUs for blood ; and dar'ft thou hefltate 

When God commands? hence, vile idolater. 

Unworthy Mufulman, av^ay, and feck 

Another matter ; go, and love Palmira; • 

But thou dcfpifeft her, and brav'ft the wrath 

Of angry heav'n ; away, forfake thy lord. 

And ferve his deadlieft foes. 



* The Muiulmans are perfuaded that the tomb of Abraham is 
at Mecca. 

S E I D. 
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SEID. 

It 18 the voice 
Of God that fpeaks in Mahomet : — - command. 
And I obey* 

MAHOMET. 

Strike then, and by the blood 
Of Zopir merit life eternal.-x'Omar, 
Attend and watch him welL 

SCENE VIL 
; SEID alone. 

To iacrifice 
A poor defencdefs weak old man ! •«• no matter : 
How many vi^ms at the altar fall 
As helplefs ! yet their blood in grateful ftreams 
Rifes to faeav n : God hath appointed me i 
Seid hath fworn, and Seid (ball perform 
His facred promife : — O affift me now 
Uluftrious fpirits, you who have deftroy'd 
The tyrants of the earth, O join your rage 
To mine, O guide this trembling hand, and thoa 
Exterminating angel, who defend'ft 
The caufe of Mahomet, infpire this heart 
With all thy fierccnels ! ^*— ha ! what do I fee ? 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

ZOPIR, SEID. 

' ZOPIR. 

Seid, thou feem'ft difturb'd ; unhappy youth ! 

Why art thou rank'd amongft my foes ? my heart 

Feels for thy woes, and trembles at thy danger } 

Horrors on horrors croud on every fide $ 

My houfe may be a (belter from the ftorm. 

Accept it, thou artwelcome, for thy lite 

Is dear to Zmix^ 

SEID. 

Gracious heav'n ! wilt thou 

Profea me thus ? will Zopir guard his foe ? 

Wh*t do I hear ! O duty, confciene, virtue ! 

Mahomet, this rives my heart. 

ZOPIR. 

Perhaps 

Thou art furpris'd to Hnd that I can pity 
Anenemy^ and wiOi for Seid's welfare; 

1 am a man like thee, that tie alone 
Demands at leafi a (ympathetic tear 
For innocence afflided: gracious gods. 
Drive from dils ealrth thofe bafe and f^vage men, 
Who Ihcd with joy their fellow-creatures blood. 

Vol. VI. E SEID. 



74 M A H O M E T. 

SEID. 

glorious fentiments ! and can there be 
Such virtue in to infidel ? 

^OPIR. 

Thou know'ft 
But little of that virtue thus to ftand 
Aftoniih'd at it ! O miflaken youth. 
In what a maze of errors art thou loft ! 
Sound by a grant's favage laws, thou think'ft 
Virtue refides in Mufulmen alone ; 
Thy mafter rules thee with a rod of iron. 
And fliackles thy free foul in fluuneful bonds ; 
2opir thou hat'ft, alas ! thou know>'ft him not : 

1 pardon thee becaufe thou art the flave 

Of Mahomet ; but how can'ft thou heliere 

A God who teaches hatred, and delights 

In difcord i 

8EID. 

O I never can obey him ; 
Tknow, and feel I cannot hate thee, 2k>pir. 

ZOPIR. 
Alas ! the more I talk tohimy the more 
He gains upon me ; his^ ingenuous looky 
His youth, bis candor, aU confpire to charm tne : 

How 



M A H O M E T. 75 

How coqM a foUower of thi» vile iftipiifter 

Thus win my heart ! who gave di6e biyth ? what art 

thou? 

SEID. 

A wretched Orphan ; all I have on ^fth 

Is a kind toafter, whom I never yet 

Havedifobe/d ; hoWe'er my love for thee 

May tempt me to betray him. 

ZOPIR. 

Know'ft thou not 
Thy parents then? 

SEID. 

His camp was the fiift objeft 

My eyes beheld ; his temp^ Is my country.; 

I know no other i andamid*ft the croud 

Of yearly tributes to our holy prophet. 

None e'er was treated with more tendernefs ' 

Than Seid was. 

ZOPHER. 

I love his gratitude : 

Thy kind return for benefits roeeivM 

Merits .ray pi^ife : — O why did heaven employ 

The hand of MahMncf la fiicb 0» o£ce i 

He wad thy father, and Palmira's too ; 

Why doft thou iigb i why doft thou tremble thus ? 

E 2 Why 
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Why turn thee from me ? fure fome dreadlul th#vgkt 

Hangs on thy mtnd» 

SEID. 

Itmuftbefo: the timet 
Are full of tenor. 

20PIR. 

If thou feel'ft remorfe 

Thy heart is guiltlefs *, murther is abroad, 

Let me preferve thy life. 

O gracious heav'n 1 
And can I have a thought of taking thine f 
Falmtra ! O my oath I O God of vengeance t 

ZtfPIR. 
For thelaft time remember I intreat thee 
To follow me i away, thy fote depends 
Upon this moment. 

SCENE IX. 
ZOPIR, S£ID« OMAR. 

OMAR. L£nttnnghaii^ 

Traitor, Mahomet 
Expe6Uthee. 

S£ID. 

O I know not where or what 

I am ; deftrufliont ruin, and delpair 

Oil 
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On cv*ry fide await mc : whither non 

Skall wietched Scid fly. ? 

OMAR- 

To him whom God 

Hath chos'n, thy injur'd king, and roaftcr, 

SEID. 

Yes: 

And there abjure the dreadful oath I made* 

S C E N"E X. 
ZOPIK a]one« 
Thcdcfp'ratc yauA is gone — I know not why. 
But my heart beaa fo( his diftreis.; bis looks> 
His pity, bis rcmorfc, his cv'ry a^ion 
ASe& me deeply : I muft follow him. 

SCENE, XL 

ZOPIR.PHANDR. 

PHANOR. 

This letter, fir^ was by an Arab giv'n 

In fecret to me;. 

ZOPIR. 

From Hercides ! gods, 

What do I read i will beav'n in tend'reft pity 

At length repay me for a life of ibrro w ? 

Hercides begs to fee me — he who fnatch'd 

From this fond bofom my two helplefs children ; 

E 3 Thcj 
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They yet are living, fo this paper tells me, 

Slaves to the tyrant -^ Seid and Palmka 

Are orphans both, and know not whence they fprang. 

Perhaps my children — ^ O delufive hope. 

Why wilt thou flatter me I it cannot be j 

Fain wou'd I credit thee, thou fweet deceiver ; 

I fly to meet and to embrace my children i 

Yes i I will fee Hcrcides : let him come 

At midnight to me, to this holy altar. 

Where I fo often have invok'd the god^ 

At lad perhaps propiciDus to my vows : 

O yc immortal pow*xs, refiore my children^ 

Give back to virtue's paths two geiinms hearta 

Corrupted by an impious vile ufurper ! 

If Seid and Palmira are not mine. 

If fuch is my hard fate, I will adopt 

The noble pair, and be their father ftill« 



£no of die Thuu) Act. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

MAHOMET, OMAR. 

OMAR. 

MY lord, our fecret 18 difcover'd ; Seid 
Ha^ told Herddes ; we are on the verge 
Ofruin> yet I know he willobej. 

MAHOMET. 
ReFcal'dk, fay*ftthou? 

OMAR. 

Yes : Hercidcs loves hhn 
With tendernefs. 

MAHOMET. 

Indeed ! what faid he to i; ? 

HOMAR, 
He flood aghafl, and ieem'd to pity Zopir, 

MAHOMET. 
He*s weadc, and therefore not to be entnifted i 
Fools ever will be traitors : but no matter. 
Let him take heed ; a mediod may be found 
To rid us of fuch dang'rous witne(fes : 
Say, Omar, have my orders been obe]^? 

OMAR. 
They have, my lord. 

£ 4 M A H O^ 



8o MAHOMET. 

MAHOMET. 

^Ti8 well : rememberi Omar^ 

In one importftc hour or Mabomet 

Or Zoptr is no more ; if Zopir dies» 

The cred'lous people will adore that God 

Who thus declar'd for me, and fav'd his prophet : 

Be this our firft great objc^ ; that pnce done^ 

1 ake care of Seid ) «rt thou fure the poifon 

Will do its office ? 

OMAR. 

Fear It not, my lord, 

MAHOMET. 
O we muft work in fecret, the dark ihades 
Of death miltl hide our purpofe — - whilft we ihed 
Old Zopir's blood, be Cure you keep PiMira 
In deepeft ignorance i ihe muft not know 
The fecret of her birth : her Uifs and mine 
Depend upon it $ well thou know'ft, my triumphs 
From error*s fruitful fource inceilant flow : 
The ties of blood, and all their boafted pow'r 
Are mere delufions : what are nature's bonds ? 
Nothing but habit, the mere force of cuftom : 
Palmira knows no duty but obedience 
Tomci lam her lord, her king, her fathes«. 
Perhaps may add the name of hufband to them : 

Her 
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Heir little heart will beat with proud ambition 
To captivate her mafter — but the hour 
Approaches that muft rid me of my foe. 
Hie hated. Zopir : Seid is prepar'd -^ , 
And fee, he comes : let us retire. 

OMAR. 

Obferve 

His wild demeanor ; rage and iiei^ refentment 

Poflefs his foul. 

S C E N E II. 

MAHOME T and OMAR, retired to one fide of the ftsgt» 

8EID at ibe further end. 

8EID. 

This dreadful duty then 

Muftbefttlfiird. 

MAHaMET. . [To Omar. 

Let us begone, in iearch ^ .- 

Of odier means ta make our pow*r fecore. 

[ Exit with Om^r. 
SEIP -atone. 

I cou*d not anfwer : one reproachful word 

From Mahomet fufEc'd : I flood abafh'd, 

But not convinced : if heav*n requires it of me, 

I muft obey ; but it will coft me dear. 

£ 5 SCENE 
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SCENE IIL 

8EID, FALMIRA. 

SEia 

Palming art thou here ; what fatal caufe 

Hath led thee to this feat of hoiror ? 

PALMIRA. 

Fear 

And love directed me to find thee, Seid^ 

To afk thee what dread facrUice thot» mean'ft 

To offer here ; do heav'n and Mahomet 

Demand it of thee, mu& it be ? O fpeak. 

SEID, 

Palmira^ thou command'ft my ev'ry thought 

And ev'ry a£lion ; all depend on thee : 

Dirii€t 'cm as thou wilt, inform my foul. 

And guide my hand: be thou i^iy guardian God^. 

Explain the will of heav*n which^ yet I know not ; 

Why am I chos'n- to be its inftrument 

Of vengeance? are the prophet's dread commands ^ ^ 

Irrevocable? 

PALMIRA, 

Seid, we moft yield in filence, 

Mar dare toquefiion his decrees; he bears 

Our fecret £ghs, nor are our forrows hid 

From Mahomet's all feeing eye : to doubt 

Is 
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Ispropbanation of the deity. 

His God is God alone -, he cou'd not elfe 

Be thus viflorious^ thus invincible. 

SEID. 
He muft be Seid's God who i^ Palmira's : 
Yet cannot my aftonifb'd foul conceive 
A being, tender, merciful, and kind. 
Commanding murther ; then again I think 
To doubt is guilt : the prieft without remorfe 
Deftroys the vi<ftim : by the voice of hcav'n 
I know that Zopir was condemn'd, I know 
That Seid was predeftin'd to fupport ' 
The law divine : fo Mahomet ordain'd. 
And I obey him j fir' J with hol^ zeal 
I go to flay the enemy of God ; 
And yet methinks another deity 
Draws back my arm, and bids me fpare the vi^ioi^: 
Religion loft her pow'r when. 1 beheld 
The wretched Zopir; duty urg?d in vain 
Hericrael plea, exhorting me to murtber ; 
With joy Iliften'd to the plaintive voice 
Of foft humanity : but Mahomet — * 
How awful I how majeftic ! who can bear 
His wrath ? bis frowas reproacb'd myiba^eful weak- 
nefe 5 , t' 

Religion 
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Religion is a dreadful pow*r : alai I 
Palmira, I am loft in doubts and feari, 
Difcordant pai&ons tear this feeble heart : 
1 muftbe impious, muft defert my faith. 
Or be a murth'rer : Seid was not forniM 
For an Aflaffin } but 'tis heavn^s command^ 
And I have promisM to avenge its caufe : 
The tears of grief and rage united flow. 
Contending duties raife a ftorm within. 
And thou alone, Palmira, muft appeafe it| 
Fty my uncertain heart, and give it peace : 
Alas I without this dreadful facriiice, 
The tie that binds us is for ever broke i 
This only can fecure thee* 

PALMIRA. 
Am T then 
The price of blood, of Zopir's blood? 

SEID. 

So hcair'n 
And Mahomet decree* 

PAtMIRA. 

Love ne'er was meant 

To make ui cruel, barbVous, and inhuman. 

SEID. 

To Zopir's murth*rcr, and to him alone, 

Falmira muft be giv'n. 
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PALMIRA* 

O hard condktoo ! 

8£ia 

But *tk die wiU of Mahomet and heaven. 

PALMIRA. 
Akf! 

9EID. 

Tboo know'ft the dscadAtlcvrfe that waica 
Qo dUbbedieace^ everlaftkig poku 

PALMIRA. 
If tboo oittft be the ififtniment of vengeance. 
If at diy bands the Mood which thou haft pfomifM 
SbaUbereqtitr'd— 
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What's to be Ane? 


PALMIRA. 

Jtttnhkt 
To ^tiak o'at— ye»— 

8EID. 


Itffluftbeibthen: thou 


Haft fix'd bis doom ; Palmica baa coaftoted. 


PALMIJIA. 
Didlconfent? • 

SEIO. 


T)wu didft. 


»ALMJR4. 
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PALMIRA. 

Detefted thought I ' 
Whathave^Ifalil?' 

&EID. 

By thee the voice of heaven i 

S^>eaks its laft dread command, and I obey : 

Yon fatal altar i3 the chofen feat 

Of Zppir's worflupii . there he bends the knee^ 

To his falfe goda^i retire, my fweet Palm^. 

PALMIItA.. 

Lean not leave thee. 

SEID. 

Thou muft notibe witneis^^ 

To fuch a deed of horror : tbefe, Palmira, 

Are dreadful moments : fly to yonder grove, , 

Thou wilt be near the prophet there : away, . 

PALMIRA.. 

Zopir muft die then ? 

SEID. 

Yes: this fiited land' 

Muft drag him to the earth, there murther him,« 

And bathe yon ruin*d altar in lyt blood* 

PALMIRA. 
Die by thy hand ! I ihudder at the thought : 
Out feci he softies 3 juftheav'u! 

(The 
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fTkft £udier poit cfth^ ftige opens, and cHlbifen an altar-l, 
ZOPIlt, &£ID, PALMIRA, oo one fide. 
ZOPIR.. ftandingBcar theakar. 

Ye guardiaa gddas 
Of Mecca, dueateo'd Ij air ioipioiis feSt 
Ofvile iu i | i »ftw ^ bow aflfat ytwr powV, 
And kt TOUT ZofMf's pni/ir9>. perhaps the laft 
He e'er fliall make, be heaed! the feehle bonds^. 
Of our fhort peace are hmken, and fiecce war. 
VindiAive rages ;. O if ye fuf^ort. 
The caufe of ikis ufiHper.-— 

8BII>« EAfide to P^dminb 

Hear, Palmka, 
How he bbTpbcoKs ! 

ZOPIR. 

May death be Zopii^s lot ! 

I trifli far nought on earth but to bdiold. 

In my bft hour, and to embrace my children,. 

To die in their lov'd arms : if yet they live. 

If they are here, for fomething whilpers me. 

ThatllhaBfte'emilill. 

PALMIRA. fAfide/oSeid. ^ 

- Hb diiMini, tuihei . 

ZOPIR. 
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ZOPIR. 
O I ihou'd die with pleafure at the 6ght : 
Watch over and proteA them, ye kind gadt» 

let 'em think like me^ but not like me 

Be wretched ! 

SEID. 

See I he prays to his fidfe gods : 

This is the time to end him* 

[Draws his Afford. 
PALMIRA. 

Do not, Seid. 
SEID. 

To ferve my God, to pleafe and merit thee. 
This fword, devoted to the caufe of heav'n,, 
Is drawn, and fhall deftroy its deadlieft foe : 
Yon dreary walk invites me, to the dcd^ 
Methinks the path is bloody, wand'ring ghoAa 
Glide thro' the (hade, and beckon me away* 

PALMIRA. 
What fay'ft thou, Seid ? 

6EIP. 
Minifters of deatli^ 

1 fellow yott I condudi me to the altar. 
And guide my trembling hand ! 

PALMIRA 
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PALMIRA. 

Itmuftnotbes 
'Tis horrible : O flop, my Seid. . 

S£II>. 

No: 

The hour ts come, and fee ! the altar (hakes. 

PALMIRA. 
*Tia heavn's aflenti and we muft doubt no more* 

S£ID. 

Means it to urge me oni or to reftrain \ 

Our prophet will reproach me for thia weakneft : 

Palmira ! 

PALMIRA. 
Well! 

8£ID. 

Addrefs thyfelf to heav*n { 

I go to do the deed* 

[Ha goei bthind the altar when 2opir \% retired. 

PALMIRA alone. 

O dreadful moment I 

What do I feel within \^ my blood runs cold ; ^ 

And yet if hcav'ndemands the facrifice, 

Am I to judge, to aflc, or to complain ? 

Where is the heart that knows itfelf, that knows 

.Its innocence or guilt ? We mull obey ; 

But bark ! methought I heard the plaintive voice 

^ Of 
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Of death ^ the deed is done — > alas ! my Seid 

8 £ I D. [ Returns looking wildty. 

What voice was that ? where am I ? whereas Pahnira l 

1 canoot fee Palmira ; O (he's gone. 

She's loft forever. 

PALMIKA« 

Art thou blind to her 

Who only lives for thee f 

SEID. 
Where are we i 

PALMIRA 

Speak^, 

My Seid, Is the dreadful iacrific* 
Performed, and thy fad promife all fulfilTd ?' 

SEID. 
What fay'ft thou? 

PALMIRA. 

. Zopirf is be dead? 

SEID.. 

Who? Zopirf 
PALMIRA 

Good hcav'h, pDeferve hisfenfes ! -^ come, my Seifl^ 

Let us be gone* 

SEia 

How will tfaefe tott*ring limbs 

Support me I — I recover — is it you,. 

Palmira/ 

B ALi* 
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PALMiRA. 

The voice of beav'n, fek'd wit& this deTp'rate hand 

His Giver hairs, and dr^g^d him to the eaitfa: 

'T was thy command : O God ! thou coud'ft net bid m^ 

Connmit a crime ! trembling and pale a while 

I ftood aghafty then diemr this facred fword^ 

And plung'd it in his bofom: what a look 

Of tendernefs and love the poor old man 

Caft on his miirtherer ! a fceae fo moumfol 

Ne'er did thefe eyesbeboU : my heart retaiw. 

And wifi forever htcp the fad idea : 

yTou'dJ were dead like him ! 

PAl^MIRA. 

Let tts repair 
To Mahomet^ the prophet will prote6t us y 
Ifere you're in danger; follow me. 

SEID. 

I cannot:. 
Palmira, pity me. 

PALMIRA.. 

What mournful thought 

Can thus denrefs diee ? 
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SEID. 
^ O if thou had'ft feea 
' His tender looks^ when from his bleeding fide 
He drew the fatal weapon forth, and cr/d. 
Dear Sdd, poor unhappy Seid ! Ob 
That voice» tbofe looks, and Zoptr at my feet 
Welt'ring in blood are flill before my eyes : 
What have we done ? 

PALMIRA. 
I toemble for thy lite : 
0» in die name of til the facied ties 
That bind ui, fly» and f««e tbyfelf. 

SSID. 

Awdjf 

And leave me : why did thy ill*&ted low 

Comnuuid this dreadful facrifice, Palmira I 

Without thy cruel order heav*n itfelf 

Had never been obey'd* 

PALMIRA. % 

Unkind reproach t 
Coud*ft thou but know what thy Palmira fuffers 
How woud*ft thou pity her ! 



SEID. 
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SEID. 

\^hat dreadful obje<9 

Is Aat 'before us? 

I Zopir rifes up (lowl^ from behind the altar, iUid leans upon it. 

PALMIRA. 

""Tis the murthcr'd Zopir ; 

Bloody and pale he drags his mangled liaibs 

Towards us. 

-SEID. 

Wilt thou go to him ? 

PALMIRA. 

Zmtift; 

Porjpity and remorfe diftrafi my foul. 

And draw me to him. 

Z O P I R. [ Comes forward leaning on Pahnin. 

Gentle maid, fuppon me ! 

[Kefiudovfli. 

Ungprateful Seid, thou haft Hainme \ now 

Thouweep*fti alas! too late. 

s c :e N E V. 

ZOPIR, SEII>, PALMIRA, PHANOR. 

PHANOR. 

O ^keadful fight ! 

What's here? 

Z Q P I R. 
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ZOPIR. 
' I wiih I cbu'd have feen my Friend 
Hercides'^ Phanor^ art thou there ? — behold 

My murtherer. 

^ ' [Points to 6eid. 

PHANOR» 

O guilt ! accurfed deed ! 
Unhappy Seid, look upon — thy father, 

8EID. 

Who? 

PALMIRA. 

He? 

SEID. 

My father ? 

ZOPIR. 

Gracious b^aiv'n ! 

PHANOR. 

Hercides 

In his lift moipents took me in his arms. 

And weeping cry'd, if there be time, O hafte 

Prevent a parricide, and ftop the arm 

Of Scid i in my breaft the tyrant lodg'd 

The dreadful fccrct ; now I fuffcr for it, 

And die by Mahomet's detefted hand : 

Hafte, Phanor, fly, inform the haplefs Zopir, 

That Scid and Palmira are— his children. 

SEID^ 
Jblmira! 

FAL- 
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FALMIRA. 
Thou XDj brother f 

ZOPIR. 

O ye gods ! 

nature, tbou baft not deceiv'd me then> 
When thou didft plead for them ! unhappy Senl^ 
What cou'd have urg\l thee to Co foul a deed i 

My gradtude, my duty, my religiofl. 
All that mankind hold facred, urg'd me on 
To do the worft of addons : — give me back 
That fatal weapon* 

P A L M I R A« [Laying hold of Scid's ann. 
Blunge it in my breaft ; 

1 was the caufe of my dear father's murther; 
And inceft is the price of parricide : 

Strike 120th : beav'n hath not puniifament enough 
For crimes like ours. 

22 O P I R. [embracing tUm. 

Let me embrace my children : 
The gods have pour'd into my cup of forroW 
A draught of fweatcft happinefs : I die. 
Contented) and refign me to my fate : 

But 
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But you muft livCf my chiMren ; you, my Seid, 

And you» Palmira, by the facred name 

Of nature, by thy dying father's blood, 

Faft flowing from the wound which thou haft made. 

Let me intrcat you, live ; revenge yourfelves. 

Revenge the injurM Zopir, but preferve 

Your precious lives ; the great th' important botv 

Approaches, that muft change the mournful fcene ; 

Th'oflFendcd people, e'er to-morrow's.dawn. 

Will rife in arms and punifh the ufurper -, 

My blood will add freQi fuel to their rage -, 

Let us await the ilTue. 

6EID. 

Olfly 

To facriiice the monftcr, to take vengeance 
For a dear father's life, or lofc my own. 

SCENE VI. 
ZOPIRi SEIDi PALMIRA, OMAR, Attendants. 
OMAR. 
Ouardi, fcize the murthVer } Mahomet is come 
• To punifh guilt, and execute the laws. 

ZOPIR. 
What do I hear? 

SEID. 
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S£ID. 

Did Mahomet command thee 
To punlfh Seid } • 

PALMIRA. 

Execrable tyrant f 
Was not the munher done by thy command i 

OMAR. 
'Twas not commaded. 

SEID. 

WellhaveldefervM 
This juft reward of my credulity* 

OMAR. 

SoldierS) obey. 

PALMIRA. 

O ftop, ye fhall not — 

OMAR. 

Madam, 
If Seid's life is dear to youj fubmit 

With patience, left the prophet's anger fall 

Like thunder on your head ; if you obey. 

Great Mahomet is able to prote£l you : ^ ^ 

Guards^ lead her to the king. 

PAMLRA^ 

O take me, death. 
From this fad fcene of never-ending tvoc ! 

[SM and Psdmira are carryM x}ff. ] 
Vot.VL F ZOPIR* 
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ZOPIR. [toPhanor 

They're gone, the/re loft : O moft unhappy father. 
The wound which Seid gave is not fo deep. 
So painful as this parting. 

, ' PHANOR. 

See, my lord, 
The day appears, and the arm'd multitudes 
Prefs onward to defend the caufe of Zopir. 

ZOPIR. 
Support me, Phanor : yet thy friend may live 
To puniih this vile hypocrite ; at leaft 
In death may ferve my dear — my cruel — children. 

End of the Fourth Act. 



ACTV. SCENE L 

MAHOM£T> OMAR, Guards at a diftance. 

OMAR, 
^OPIR's approaching death alarms the people. 
We have endeavour'd to appeafe their clamours. 
And difavow*d all knowledge of the deed i 
To ibme, we call*d it the avenging hand 

Of 
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Of heav'n that favours thus its prophet's caufe : 
With others, we lament his fall, and boaft 
Thy awful juftice that will foon avenge it. 
The croud attentive liflen to thy praife. 
And all the danger of the florm is o'er; 
If ought remains of bufy fa£^ion's rage 
It is but as the toffing of the waves 
After the tempeft, when the vault of heav'n 
Is placid and ferene. 

MAHOMET. 
Be it our care 
To keep it fo : where are my valiant bands ? 

OMAR. 

All ready ; Ofman in the dead of night 
By fecret paths conduced them to Mecca. 

MAHOMET. 
'Tis ftrange that men muft either be deceiv'd 
Or forc'd into obedience : Seid knows not 
It is a father's blood that he muft flied i 

OMAR. . 
Who cou'd inform him of it ? he alone 
Who knew the fecret is no more ; Hercides 
Is gone, and Seid foon ihall follow him ; 
For know, he has already drank the poifon ; 

F 2 His 
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His crime was pumfh'd e'er it was committed : 

£v'n whilft he dragg'd his father to the altar 

Death lurk'd within his veins 5 he cannot live : 

Palmira too is fafe ; fhe may be ufeful : 

I've giv'n her hopes of Seid's pardon, that 

May win her to our caufe ; fhe dare not niurmur, 

Befides, her heart is flexible and foft, 

Form'd to obey, to worfhip Mahomet, 

And make him foon the happieft of mankind : 

Trembling and pale behold they bring her to thec» 

MAHOMET. 
Colledl my forces, Omar, and return. 

SCENE II. 

MAOMET, PALMIRA, Guaids* 

PALMIRA. 
O heav'n ! where am I ? gracious God ! 

MAHOMET. 

Palming 

Be not alarmed ; already I have fix'd 
Thy fate and Mecca's : know, the great event 
That fills thy foul with horror is a myft'ry 
'Twixt hcav'n and me that's not to be reveal'd : 
But thou art free, and happy : diink no more 

Of 
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or Seid, nor lament him ; leave to me 

The fate of men, be thankful for thy own r 

Thou know'ft that Mahomet hath lov'd thee long. 

That I have ever been a father to thee ; 

Perhaps a nobler fate, and fairer title 

May grace thee ftill, if thou deferv'ft it ; therefore 

Blot from thy memory the name of Scid, 

And let thy foul afpire to greater bleflings 

That it could dare to hope for i let thy heart 

Be my laft noblcft victory, and join 

The conquer'd world to own me for its mafter. 

PALMIRA. 
What joys, what bleflings, or what happinefs 
Can I exped from thee, thou vile impoftor ? 
Thou bloody favage ! This alone was wanting. 
This cruel infult to complete my woes : 
Eternal father, look upon this king. 
This holy prophet, this alUpowVful God 
Whom I ador'd : thou monfter, to betray 
Two guiltlefs hearts into the crying fin 
Of parricide ; thou infamous feducer 
Of my unguarded youth, how dar'ft thou think, 
Stain'd as thou art with my dear father's blood. 
To gain Palmira's heart ? but know, proud tyrant. 
Thou art ndt yet invincible : the veil 

F 3 Is 



102 MAHOMET. 

Is off that hid thee, and the hand of vengeance 

,Uprais'd to fcourge thy guilt : doft thou not hear . 

The madd'ning multitude already arm'd 

In the defence of injur'd innocence ? 

From death's dark fhades my murther'd father comes 

To lead them on : O that thefe feeble hands 

Cou'd tear thee piece-meal, thee and all thy train ! 

Wou'd I cou'd fee them welt ring in their blood $ 

See Mecca, and Medina, . Afia, all 

Combin'd againft thee ! that the credulou$ world 

Wou'd fhake off thy vile chains, and thy religion 

Become the jeft and fcorn of all mankind 

To after ages ! may that hell, whofe threats 

Thou haft fo oft denounced 'gainft all who dar'd 

To doubt thy falfe divinity, now open 

Her fiery gates, and be thy juft reward ! 

Thefe are the thanks I owe thee for thy bounties. 

And thefe the prayVs I make for Mahomet. 

MAHOMET- 
I fee I am betray'd ; but be it fo : 
Whoe'er thou art, learn henceforth to obey j 
For know, my heart 

S C E^N E 
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SCENE III. . 

MAHOMET, PALMIRA, OMAR, ALI, Attendants, ^ 
OMAR. 

The fecret is reveard i 
Hercides told it in his dying moments : 
The people all enrag'd have forc'd the prifon : 
They're up in arms, and bearing on their fhouldcrs 
The bloody corpfe of their unhappy cShief, 
Lament his fate, and cry aloud for vengeance : 
All is confufion : .Seid at their head 
Excites them to rebellion, and cries out, 
< I am a parricide ;* with rage and grief 
He feems diftrafted ; with one voice the croud 
Unite to curfe the prophet and his God : 
Ev'n thofe who promised to admit our forces 
Within the walls of Mecca, have confpir'd 
With them to raife their defp'rate arms againft thee 5 
And nought is heard but cries of death and vengeance* 

PALMIRA. 
Juft hcav'n purfue him, and defend the caufe 
Of innocence ! 

MAHOMET. [to Omar* 

Well, what have we to fear ? 

F 4 OMAR. 



164 M A H O^M E T, 

OMAR. 

Omar, my lord, with your few faithful friends^ 
©efpifing danger, ai^ prepared to brave 
TTie furious ftorm, and perifh at your feet, 

MAHOMET. 
Alone I will defend you all ; come near; 
Behold, and fay I afi like Mahomet. 

SCENE IV. 

M AHOMETy OMAR, and his partvon one fide^ S £ I D, 
and the people on the other. PALMIRA, in the middle 
SEIDi 
Revenge my father, feife the traitor. 

MAHOMET. 

People, 
Bom to. obey me, liflen to your mailer. 

SEID. 
Hear not the monfter ; follow me : 

[He comes forward a little^ and then ibggert. 
O heav'n ! 
What fudden darknefs fpreads o'er my dim eyes? 
Now ftrike, my friends — O I am dying. 

MAHOMET. 

Ha! 
Then all is well. 

P A L MI. 
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PALMIRA.' 
My brother, can'ft thou fhed 
No blood but Zopir's ? 

SEID. 
Yes : come on — I cannot ; 

Some God unnerves me. 

[He faints. 
MAHOMET. 

Hence let ev'ry foe 

Of Mahomet be taught to fear and tremble : 

IGiow, ye -proud infidels, this hand alone 

Hath pow'r to crufli you all, to me the God 

Of nature dekgates his fov'rcign pow'r : 

Acknowledge then his prophet, and his laws, 

Twixt Mahomet and Seid let that God 

Decide the conteft, which of us foe'er 

Is guilty, now> this moment let him peri(h ! 

PALM'IRA. 
My brother — Seid — ran this monfter boaft 
Such pow'r? the people ftand aftonifh'd at him. 
And tremble at his voice ; and wilt thou yield 

To Mahomet ? 

SEID. [Supported by his atceadanl*- 

Jilzg ! the hand of heav'n 

Is on me, and th' involuntary crime 

Is too fevcrely punifliM : O Palmira 
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In vain was Seid virtuous : O if heav'n 
Chaftifes thus our erro/s, what muft crimes 
Like thine expe£t, detefted Mahomet i 
What caufe haft thou to tremble — O I die ; 
Receive me, gracious heav'n, and fpare Palmira. 

PALMIRA. [Dies. 

'Tis not, ye people, 'tis not angry heav'n 

Purfues my Seid ; No : he*s poifon'd — 

MAHOMET. [Interi iipting her» ai^ . 
addi effing hirafelf to the people. 

Learn 

From Seid's fate, ye unbelievers, how 
To rev'rcnce Mahomet whom heav'n defends ; 
Nature and death, ye fee, have heard my voice, 
And this pale corpfe hath witnefs'd, their obedience ; 
The fword of fate hangs o*er your heads, beware 
It fall not on you : thus will I reward 
All impious rebels, all vile infidels. 
And punilh ev'ry word and thought againft me. 
If I withold my rage, and let you live, 
Remember, traitors, that you owe your beings 
.To my indulgence ; haften to the temple, 
Pfoftrate yourfelves before the throne of grace. 
And deprecate the wrath of Mahomet. 

[ The people retire. 
PAL- 
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PALMIRA. 
O ftay, and hear me, people — the barbarian 
Poifon'd my brother — • monfter, rais'd by crimes 
To empire thus, anddcify'd by guilt. 
Thou murth'rer of Palmira's haplefs race. 
Complete thy work, and take my wretched life: 

my dear brother, let me follow thee ! 

[ She feifes her brether^s (word and ftabs herfelf.. 

MAHOMET. 
Srffe, and prevent her — 

PALMIRA. 

*Tis too late ; I die :. 

And dying hope a God more juft than thine 

Has yet in ftore aftateof happinefs 

For injur'd innocence : let Mahomet 

Reign here in peace : this world was made for tyrants. 

[Dies.. 
MAHOMET. 

She's gone ; (he's loft j the only dear reward 

1 wifh'd to keep of all my crimes : in vain 

I fought, and conquer'd ; Mahomet is wretched" 
Without Palmira : Confcience, now I feel thee,, 
And feel that thou can'ft rive the guilty heart. 
O thou eternal God, whom I have made 
The inftrument of ill, whom. I liave vtrrQng'd^. 

Brav'a, 
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Brav'd, and blafphcm'd ; O thou whom yet I fear. 
Behold me felf-condemn'd, behold me wretched, 
Ev'n whilft the world adores me : vain was all 
My boafted pow'r : I have deceiv'd mankind ; 
But how (hall I impofe on my own heart ? 
A murther'd father, and two guiltlefs children 
Muft be reveng'd : come ye unhappy vidlims. 
And end me'quickly ! — Omar, we muft ftrive 
To hide this (hameful weaknefs, fave my glory. 
And let me reign o'er a deluded world : 
For Mahomet depends on fraud alone, 
And to be worfliipp'd never muft be known. 
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IT has been faid by one author, and repeated hy 
another, that the fimple reprefentation of a merely 
virtuous man, without paffion or Intrigue^ cannot pof- 
fibly meet with applaufe on the ftage, which I look 
upon as an injurious reflection on human nature, .and 
the falfehood of it fufficiently prov'd by this perform* 
ance, written by the late Mr. Thomfon, The famous 
Mr. Addifon was a long time in doubt, whether he 
ffaou'd.make Socrates or Cato the fubje£t of his tragedy : 



* What i-eafbns Mr. Volt^re might have for not a^nowledg- 
ing himfelf the author of Socratei on its firft publication y/e cannot 
detemune : thofe amongft our readers however, who have any ac- 
quaintance with the English Rage^ will eafily peiteive, that the 
whole ftory in the preface about AddlTon, Thomfony and lord 
Lyttleton, is nothing bet pure fiaion, defigQ*d to conceal the real 
author of this motley performance* 

he 
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he thought Cato a virtuous man, and as fuch a proper 
oljeSt of imitation ; but that Sccrat^s was much fupe* 
rior to him : the virtue of the latter, he obfervM, had 
more foftnefs and humanity in it, and was withal more 
refigned to the will of God than that of the former: 
the Grecian^ he us'd to fay, did not, like the Romany 
imagine that he was at liberty to dcftroy himfelf, or to 
quit the pofl: which God had allotted to him : Addifon^ 
in fhort^ confider'd Cato as the viilim of liberty, and 
Socrates as the martyr of wifdom. Sir Richard Steele 
however perfuaded him, that Cato was a fubje£t better 
adapted to the theatre than the other, and at die fame 
time likely to prove more agreeable to the nation, whilil 
it was in a political ferment. To fay the truth, the 
death of Socrates wou'd perhaps have made very little 
impreffion in a country where no man is ever perfecuted 
on account of his religion \ where a general toleration 
has fo prodigioufly enrich'd and peopled the commu* 
nity ; as it has alfo in Holland, my dear native country. 
Sir Richard Stiele fays exprefsly in his Tattler j that the 
fubje(Sl of a dramatic piece {bou'd always be the relgn«> 
ing vice or foible of the nation where it is rcpre- 
fented. The fuccefs which Addifon met with in his 
Cato^ encourag'd him to fketch out the death of &- 
crates^ in three a6ls. The place of fccretary of ftate, 

which 
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which he had fome time after, prevented his fitlifhing 
this work; he gave the manufcript to his pupil, Mr« 
Thomfortj who was afraid to hazard on the ftage a fub* 
je6l fo extremely grave, and at the fame time void of 
all thofe fafliionable embeliifliments which had then 
taken poileffion of the EngliOi theatre* 

He began therefore with fome other tragedies, Sopho* 
nijba. ^Cdriolarms, Tancred, &c. and finifli'd with the 
death of Socrates^ which he wrote in profc fcene by 
fcene, and fhew'd to his illuftrfous friends, Mr. 
Doddington and Mr. Lyttletoriy perfons defervedly 
rank'd amongft the firft geniufles in England i thefe 
two gentlemen, whom he alwajrs confulted, advifed 
him to follow the example of Shakefptar ; to introduce 
the whole body of the people into his tragedy ; to paint 
Xantippe^ the wife of Socrates^ juft as fhe really was, 
a peeviih, crofs*grain'd city-madam, fcolding hep 
bufband, and yet fond of him \ to bring all the areo. 
pagus on the ftage ^ and, in a word, to make the whole 
piece a fimple reprefentation of human life 5 one of 
thofe pictures that exhibit a view of every ftate and 
condition. This is an undertaking attended with 



• Mr. Voltaire either forgot or did not know that Coriolanus 
was Mr. Thomfon's laft tragedy, and was play'd after his death 
for the benefit of his relations. « 

fome 
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ibme difficulty i and though the fublime continued 

throughout is a fpecies of writing infinitely fuperior to 

it^ this mixture of the pathetic and familiar baa not- 

withftanding its degree of merit. One may compare 

them to the Iliad and the Odyjftp Mr. Lyttleton wou*d 

not fufFcr the piece to be played, becaufe the character 

of Melitus too clofely rcfembled that of ferjeant Catbrii^ 

to whom he was related \ befides, that the whole was 

rather a fketch than a finiihM performance. 

He made me a prefent of this drama when he caooe 

laft to HoUand. I tranflated It immediately into Dutch, 

my mother tongue. I did not however think proper 

to bring it on the ftage at Amjiitdam^ though, thank 

God, amongft all our pedants, we have ne'er a one 

there fo hateful or fo inpertinent as ferieant Catkh* 

The great number of afiors which this play fequiici, 

deterr'd me from any thoughts of exhibiting it. I 

tranflated it afterwards into Frenchf and ihall let this 

tranflation pafs, till I have an opportunity of publiibiiig 

the original. 

Amfttrdam JJSS* 

Since this the death of Socrates has been .reprefented 

at London, but that was not the play written by Mr. 

Thomjfon^ 
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N.B. There have been (bme people ridiculous enough 
to endeavour to refute the palpable truths advanced in 
this preface ; pretending that Mr. Fatima cou'd not 
have wrote it in 1755, becaufe he dy'd in 1754 : if 
it was really (o^ what a fooliih reafon ! but the fad 
isy he died in 1757. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

SotRATES. 

Anit'us, High Prieft of Ceres. 

Melitus, one of the Judges of Athens. 

Xantippe, Wife of Socrates. 

AcLAE, a young Athenian Lady, brought up by 

Socrates. 
SoPHRONiMU s, a young Athenian Gentleman^ brought 

up by Socrates. 
Drixa, 
Terpakder, 

ACROS, 



''I 

AKDER, >Friends of Anitus. 
h J 



Judges, Difciples of Socrates, and three Pedants, 
proteded by Anitus, 
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SOCRATES. 

ACT L SCENE I. 
ANITUS, DRIXA, TERPANDER, ACROS. 

ANITUS. 

MY dear confidante, and you my trufty friends, 
you well know how much money I have put 
into your pockets this laft feaft of Ceres : I am now 
goi^g to be marry 'd, and I hope you will all do your 
refpedlive duties on this great occafion* 

DRIXA. 
That, my lord, we moil certainly (hall, provided 
you give us an opportunity of getting a little more by 

it. 

ANITUS. 

I {hall want of you, madam Drixa, two fine Perfian 
carpets j from you, Terpander, I muft have two large 
filver candlefticks ; and from you half a dozen robes. 

T ER. 
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TERPANDER. 
A confiderable demand, my lord ; but there is no- 
thing which we wou'd not do to merit your holy pro- 

te6lion. 

ANITUS. 

O you will be rewarded for it an hundred fold : 'tis 
the beft means to gain the favor of the gods : give much, 
and much you fhall receive i but above all fail not, I 
befeech you, to ftir up the people againft all the rich 
and gretLtf who are deficient in paying their vows, and 
prefenting their offerings. 

ACROS. 

On that, my lord, you may depend; it is a duty 
too facred ever to be neglected by us, 
ANITUS. 

'Tis well, my friends ; may heaven continue to in- 
fpire you with the fame juft and pious fentiments, and 
be aiTur'd you will profper ; you, your children, and 
your children's children, to all pofterity. 

TERPANDER. 
You have faid it, my lord, and therefore it muft be 
fo. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 

ANITU8, DRIXA. 

ANITU8. 

Well, my dear Drixa, I believe you will have no 

objedioo to my mariying Aglae ; I Ihall not love you 

die left, and we may ftill live together as we us'd to 

do* 

DRIXA. 

O my lord, I am not jealous ; as long as trade goes 
en weU, I am contented. Wbilft I had the honour 
of being one of your miftrefles, I was a woman of Tome 
confequence in Athens : but if you are in love with 
Aglae, I, in my turn, am as fond of young Sophro«> 
nimus : and Xantippe, Socrates' wife, has promised 
that be iball mairy me. I fliall be always, notwith- 
(landing, as much at your fervice as ever. I am only 
vex*d that this young fellow has been brought up with 
that rafcal Socrates, and that Aglae is flill in his hands. 
We muft take 'em both out as fail as we can* Xan- 
tippe will be glad to get rid of them. The beautiful 
Sophronimus and the fair Aglae have a fad time of it 
with the furly Socrates. 

ANITUS. 
I am in great hopes, my dear, that Mclitu'; and I 
together (hall ibon be able to deilroy this dangerous 

fellow. 
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fellow, who preaches nothing but virtue and divinitjri 
and has taken the liberty to laugh at fome certain ad-* 
ventures that happened at the myfteries of Ceres : buC 
he is Aglae's tutor: her father^ Ag^tthon, they tell 
Die, has left her a great fortune : in ihort, Aglae is a 
charming girl ; I love her, and I will iharry ber^ and 
as to Socrates, I ihall take care of him. 

DRIXA, 

Do what you pleafe with Socrates, (o I can but get 
my dear Sophronimus : but how cou'd that fool Aga- 
thon leave his daughter in the hands of this old flat- 
nos'd Socrates^ that intolerable reafoner, who corrupts 
fdl our young men, and keeps them away from coiir« 
tezans and the myfteries^ 

ANITUS. 
Agathon himfelf was tainted with the fame vile 
principles : he was one of your fbber ferious fools, 
whofe manners differed in every refpeft from ours j a 
man, in ihort, of another age, one of our fwom and 
inveterate enemies, who think they have fulfilled .every 
duty when they worihip God, affift man, cultivate 
friendfhips, and ftudy philofophy ; one of thofe ri- 
diculous creatures who infolently deny that the gods 
prognofiicate future events by the liver of an ox ; 

tbofe 
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thofe mercilefs reafoners, who find fault with j^riefts 
for facrificing young , girls, or paffing a night with 
them on occafion. . ^hefe you fee, Drixa, are a kind 
of people not fit to live, As to Socrates, I Oiou'd 
have been glad to have had him ftrangled long ago. 
However, I have agreed to meet him here In the por- 
tico, and talk with bim about ^them^riage. 

' Here He comes : you do him too much honor : but 
I' muft -teavc you*, and talk to Xaritrppe about my 
young man. 

ANITUS. 

The gods conduflb you/ i^y, dear Drixa ; remember 
to ferve them, ind don't forget my two fine Perfian 
carpets* ' . • ' ' . '* 

's c EN E m. 

ANITUV SrOCAATfiS. 
-^ . ' • "• * '••'' A'NfJTiys. • - ' ' . 

Good morrimr, *my'dear Socrates, thou favorite of 
the gods, and wifeft of men } methinks every time j 
/oe.yw:! Atn iiat^tlt abova myfelf ; in you I look up 
:witb admiraticuijto the dignity of human, nature. 

Vol. VI. * G SO- 
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SOCRATES. 
O my lord, I am a plain finple man, as void of 
knowledge, and as full of weaknefi, as any of my 
fellow-creatures : it is enough for me if you can bear 

with me. 

ANITUS.^ 

Bear with ? I admire you, and wou'd it were poC* 
fible I couM refemble yoii ! To convince yotf of it, 
and that I may oftener be a witnefi to your virtues, 
and improve by your inftni£Uons, I am willing co 
efpoufe your fair pupil Aglae, whom I find you. have 
the intire difpo(al of. 

S0CRATE8. 

It is true indeed that her father Agathon, who was 
my friendy the deareft of all relations, bequeathed to 
my care, by his laft will, this aoiiable and virtuous 

orphan* 

^ ANCTq«., 

With a confideraUe fortune no doubt, for I hear 
ihe is one of the beft matches in all Athens. 

$OCRAT£S. 

With regard to that I can give you no infbrmation ; 

her father, my deaceft friend, wlibfe will is ever (acred 

to me, forbade me to divulge the fituation of her wt^ 

fairs in that point. 

ANITUS. 
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,ANITUS. 

This refped and difcrete veneration fdr the laft will 
of your friend are worthy of your noble foul; but it is 
well enough known that Agathon was rich* 

SOCRATES. 
He deferved to be fo^ if riches are a mark of the di* 

vinc favor. 

ANITUS. 

They tell me a young coxcomb, named Sophroni- 

muS) makes love to her on account of her fortune ; 

but I am perfuaded you will not give encouragement to 

fuch a fellow, and that Anitus will have no rival. 

SOCRATES. 
I know in what light I ought to confider a perfon 
like you j but it is not for me to thwart the inclinations 
of Aglae. I wou'd fupply the place of a father to her, 
but I am not her mafter : (he has a right to difpofc of 
her own heart.' I look upon reftraint in this cafe as, a 
crime: talk to her: if flic hearkens t6 your proporal, 
with all my heart, I have no objedion. 

ANITUS. 
I have your wife's confent already ; without J^br 
flie is acquainted with Aglac's fentiments, and there- 
fore I look upon the affair as good as concluded. 

G 2 SO 
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SOCRATES. 
But I never look upon things as done till they ac« 
really fo* 

SCENE' IV. 

SOCRATES, ANITUS^ AGLAE. 
SOCRATES. 

Coine hither, Aglae, and. determine for yonrfelf. 

Here is a perfon of confiderable rank, who offers 

himfelf to you for a hufband : y^u are at liberty to 

explain yourfelf to him : my prefeAce might perhaps 

be a reftraint upon you : whatever choice you make 

I fhall approve : Xantippe will prepare^every thing for 

your nuptials. 

[Exit. 
ANGLAE. 

Generous Socrates ! I am forry you leave mc« 

ANITUS. 
You feem, charming Aglae, to place great confi» 

dence in the good Socrates* 

. . AGLAE. 
It is my duty, Sir; he ha9 been a father to me; 
be has educated and inftru£Ud me. 

ANITUS. 
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ANITUS. - 

And pray, my dear, as he has inAmStcd you, tell 

me what is your opinion of Ceres, Cybele, and 

Venus f 

« AGLAE. 

Of them, fir, I will think juft as you pleafe. 

- ' ANITUS. 

'Tis well faid, and you will do as I pleafe too then 

I hope. 

AGLAE. 

No, fir, that is quite another affair. 

ANITUS. 

You fee, the wife Socrates conients to our marriage^ 
and Xanrippe above all things wifhes for it. You 
know my paiBon for you, and are no firanger to my 
rank and fortune ^ my happinefs, perhaps. youf own 
too, depends on one word, therefore determine. 

AGLAE. 
I will anfwer you, fir, with that truth and fincc- 
rity which the great man who juft now left us taught 
me never to depart from : I refpciSl your dignity, 
know but little of your perfon, and, in a word, can 
never be yours. 

G3 ANITUS. 
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ANITUS. 
Never? crud Aglae^ «re you not free ? you will 

not^hen? 

AGLAE. . 

No, Sir, I cannot. 

ANITUS. 

What an affront, what an , kidigntty is this f but 

^tis to Socrates I am oblig'd for ic : he dilated your 

anfwer, I know he did \ he prefers Sophronimut to 

to me, that unworthy rival, that impious ^ 

' AGLAE. 
Sophronimus i) not impious, not unworthy ; So- 
crates has lov*d him from his infancy ; he has been a 
father to us both. Sophronimus i^ all beauty and all 
virtue \ I love, and am belovM by him \ it is io ny 
)>ower to marry him if I think proper \ but I (hall no 
more be his than yoursi 

ANITUS. 

You aftonifii me : what ! own you love Sopbio- 

nimus ? 

AGLAE. 

Yes, fir, I pwn it, becauie it is true. 

ANITUS. 

And yet when it is in your power to make youriclf 

li»ppy with him, refufe him your hand f 

A G L A E» 
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AGLAE. 
That, fir, is no lefs true. 

ANITUS. 
Then I fuppofc your fear of difplealing me prevents 
your engaging with him I 

AGLAE. 
No fuch thing, I affure you : for having never 
wtflied to pleafe, I have no fear of difpleaiing you* 

ANITUS. 

. You dr^ then perhaps the difpleafure of the gods, 
at feeing you prefer a profane wretch, like Sophroni« 

mus, to. a high«prieft. 

AGLAE. 

Not in the leaft. I am perfuaded it is matter of very 

little concern to the fupreme being, whether I marry 

you, or not. 

ANITUS. 

The (tipreme being ! my dear child, you fhou'd not 

talk in this manner ; you ihou'd fay the gods and god^ 

defies : take care, for I fee you entertain fome very 

dangerous opinions ; but I know too well from whom 

they came. Learn then that Ceres, wfaofis prieft I 

am, may puoifli you for thus defpiiing her worlhip, 

and her minifter* 

G 4 AGLAE. 
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AGlsAJS.. 

I defpife neither the one nor the other. I have been 

told that Ceres preildes over the harveft, an^ I believe 

it ; but (he has nothing to do v^ith my marriage. 

' . ANITUS. 

She has to do with every thing, you know it ; but 

I hope I Ihall be able to convert you. Are you indeed 

^folv^d not to marry Sophronlmus ? 

AGLAE. 

Yes ; 1 am refolvM, and am very {ony for it. 

A N I T U S. 

< I cannotunderfta^^d a wordof allthefecontrBdidioni: 

but obferve me j I love you,^ wou'd have made you 

happy, and advanced you to rank and dignity: bead*/ 

vis'd, and rejeft not the offers which kind fortune thus 

courts you to accept : -remember that every thing 

fhou'd be facrific'd to our real intereft ; that youth will 

pafs away, but riches remain : that wealth and honourr 

fhou'dbe your firfi: concern, and th^t J fpeak loyouon 

the part of the gods. I beg jrou wiilrcfleS ferioufly 

on what I have faid : farewell ; my dear gtrl^ I (hali 

pray to Ceres that j&e wou*d infplrc you, and fiitl flat* 

ter myfelf flic will touch your heart. Once more 

adieu, remember^ you have promi$'d ine never ta 

marry Sophronlmus. 

AGLAE. 
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A G L A E. 

I jpromisM myfelf, but not you. 

[ExitAnitus. " 
AGLAE. alone. 

This man but mzkes me more unhappf* I know 
not why it is, but I never fee him without fhuddering * 
biit here comes Sophronimu^ : alas ! whilft his rival 
{Uls my heart with terror, he increafes my tendem^if 
and doubles my difquietude. 

SCENE V. 

AGLAE SOPRONIMUS. 
SOPHRONIMUS. 
My dear Aglae, 1 met A'nitus, the prieft of Ceres, 
that worft <^men, the fwom tnemy of Socrates, juft 
coming from you : your eyes feem bath'd in tears. 

AGLAE. 

Is he the enemy of our benefadlor too ? then indeed 

I wonder not at my a^rfion to him, even before he 

fpoke. 

SOPHRONIMUS. 

And is he the caufe of your tears, my Aglae ? 

AGLAE. 
' No, Spphfoniwks, .he can infpire nothing but 
hatred ^nd dtfguft ; my tears oan flow for you alone. 

G 5 SO. 
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SOPHRONIMUS. 

For me ? O gods, for me, who wouM repay ibcm 

with my blood, for me who adore you, who hope to 

be belov'd by Aglae, who only live for and wou*d die 

for you i (hall I reproach myfelf with having embittered 

one moment of your life ? Aglae weeps, and Sophro- 

nimus is the caufe. What have I done I what crime 

have I committed ? 

AGLAE. 

None, my Sopbronimus : you cou*d not do it : 'tit 

not in your nature. I wept becaufe you merit all my 

tendernefs, becaufe you have it, and becaufe I muft 

renounce you. 

SOPHRONIMUS. 

What dreadful fentence have you pronnunc'd againft 

me ? I cannot believe you : you love me, you fatd you 

did, and Aglae can never change. You have promis- 

^ tobe mine, you cannot wiih my death. 

AQLAE. 
No ; I wou'd have thee live and be bi^yjr; bttt» 
4las ! I cannot make you fo : I hoped I cou'd, but 
fortune has decelv'd me. I fwear to you, Sophroni* 
mus, iince I cannot be yours, I never will be another's. 
I have declared So to Anitus, who courts me, and 
whom 1 defpife ; and here I declare the £une to yoi»^ 
with a heart full of grief, teiaderncfs, ^nd love. 

SO- 
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SOPHRONIMUS. 
Since you love me, I muft live ; but if you refufe me 
your hand, it will be death to Sophronimus ; there- 
fore, my deareft Aglae, in the name of love, of all 
your charms, and all your virtues, explain to me thi' 
dreadful miftery. 

SCENE VI. 

SOCRATES, SOPHRONIMUS, AOLA£. 

SOPHRONIMUS. 
O my honour'd mafter, my father, and my friend^ 
behold in Sophronimus the moft unfortunate of mn, 
chouglLin the prefence of the only two beings upo^' 
earth who oou'd make me happy : Socrates firft taught 
me wifiiom, and from Aglae I leam'd to love ; you- 
confimted to our marriage> and this beauteous fair one* 
who feem'd. fo defirous of it, now refufes me ; and 
whilft fbe hys fhfi loves, plunges a daggo: in my heart: 
Ihe has- broke off the match without affigning any 
oaufe of her cruel caprice : O Socrates, prevent my 
miiery, or teach me, if poffiUe, how to bear it. 

SOCRATES. 

Aglae is miftre(s of herfelf ; her father m^ide me her* 
tutor^ but not her tyrant; to fee you* united wou*d' 

hav« 
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have mad(? me happy : If fhe has changM her mind I 
am furpris'd and forry for it: but let us hear her rcafons; 
if they are good, we muft fnbmit to them. 
SOPHRONIMUS. 

It is impoffible they fliouU 

AGLAE. 

To me however they apjpear lo, but you fhall hear 
them. When you firft open'd my father's wiH, moft 
noble Socrates, you told mehe liad left me a fufficiem 
competency ; from that moment I teiblv'd to befiow 
my .fortune on the good Sophronimus^ who .ba$no 
;i«qaportbutyou, no riches but his virtue: you applaud* 
«d my refolution. How great was my happinc^ ia 
prpmoting that of him whcxn you have (6 long regaed* 
ed as your own fon i full of this pleafing hope I laid 
(^n the fituation of my heart to-Xantippe, ^o ai 
once undeceiy'd me. She treated me as an idle vifio* 
nary ; ihew'd iw© the will of my fa^r, who dy*d a 
beggar, and left me nothing but your friendihip to de« 
fend on. Awakened from my dream of promi^d luqp- 
pinefs, nothing remaio'd for me but the melancbdy 
reflexion, that it was no longer in my p'ower to make 
the fortuncof Sophronimus'! 1 wouM not opprefi him 
with the weight of n»^y misfortunes. 

'^ so- 
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SOPHRONIMU,S. 

I told yoii5 Socrates,' her reaibns were poor and in* 
fufficient ; If ibe loves me, am I not rich enough ? 
Hitherto, it is true, I have fubfifted from your bounty ; 
but diere is no employment, however irkfbme, which 
I wou'd not undertake, to provide for my dearejft Aglae : 
I ought indeed to make her a (acrifice of my paffion, to 
find out fome richer bdppkt lover for her : but I own 
iBjr waknefi, I cannot do it, therel am iitdtod <in« 
worthy erf* her ; but if ihe cou'd content kcrklf with 
my low cftate, if flie cou'd ftoop to my htfiiible ODndi- 
tion : but I dare nmt hope fo mudi s I fink beneadi a 
misfortuiie wblch her ibrtitiide isaUe Ito bear« 
SOCRATES. • 

My dearcbiUfm, it was very indifereet in Xantippe 
t»fltew you the will; butbdUeveme, Aglae, flie de- 
ceived you. 

AGLAE. 

Indeed (he has not : I faW it with my own eyes : I 
know my father^s hand too well to have the lead doubt 
of it : but be afiured^ Soccates, I ihali be able to bear 
poverty as I ought : tbefe hands will fupport me j if 
I can but Ijve, jt is enough for me^ but it is not for 
Sophronimus.. v 
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SOPHRONIMUS. 

It is too much, a thoufand times too much for me : . 

thou tender noble foul,, worthy of thy illuftrious maft- j 

ter :, a virtuous and laborious poverty is the. natui^ 

flate of maa. I wi(h I cou'd have ofFer'd you a throne, 

but if you will condefcend to live witii Sophronimus, 

our refpeftable pbvcrty will' be fuperior to the throne of ^ 

Croeftis.. 

SOCRATES; ^ 

Youi'ggnerous fentiments at once delight aniddi> 

ftrefs me :. I behold, with tranfport thofe virtues bud^ , 

ing forth in your heart, rwhicht I myfelf had fowm: ' 

never were my hopes better fulfilled than in Aglae and 

Sophronimusi : but once mctr^ beiieye ni^,. Aglae, my 

;ii^ifeh^s miiinform'dyau^yoci areiicher than you think 

you are : it was* n^ tocher,, but to me your fitther en* 

uufted you.^ May he zK>t have left y&u. a fortune 

which Xantippc knows nothing of? 

AGIiAE. 

No, Socrates,, he fays exprefsly i(i his will,, that he 

has left me poor. «> 

/ SOCRATES; 

And I tel) you that you are diceiv'd, tha't he has left 
you a fufficient competency^o enable you to live hap- 
pily with the virtuous Sophronimus, and that I defire 

therefore 
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therefore you wou'd coiae> and fign the contra^ iini> 
mediately. 

SCENE VII. 

SOCRATES, XANTIPFE, AGLAFi, 
SOPHRONIMUS: 

XANTIPPE. 
Come» come, child, d;on*t ftand amuffng youxfelf 
there with my hufband's vifions and nonfenfe : f hi- 
lofo^y ta be fare is a mightyNpretty thing when folks 
have nodiing elfe to do : but you are a beggar, child 1 
and muft ftudy how toKve firft, and phttofophife aften> 
wards*. I have cbnchided your marriage with Anitus» 
a worthy priei^, and a man of fortune. Come, child, 
follow me, let me have no delays nor contradi£Uon ; I 
love to be dbey*d : quick, quick, my dear, 'ciis fin: 
your good, therefore let me have none of your reaibo- 
ings, but foUow me. 

SOPHRONIMUS. 
O heaven ! my dear Aglae! 

SOCRATES. 
Let her talk, and Uuft to me for your bappineis. 

XANTIPPE, 
Lee me talk indeed ! I (hall talk and do too, I af- 

fure 
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iure you. You are a pretty one to be fure, with your 
wifdoixiy your familiar daemon, your irony, and all 
your nonfenfe that figniiies notiiing, to trouble your- 
felf about matrimony : you are a good fort of man, but 
you really know nothing of the world ; happy b it 
for you that I am able to govern you. Come, Aglae, 
I mufl fettle you as foon as poffible : And you, fir, 
there, that fecm as if you were thunderftruck, I have 
taken care of you too^ Drixa is the woman for you: 
vou will both of you thank me by and by : I IbaU have 
jdone it all in a minute : I am very expeditious : let us 
lofejio time therefore^ by rights it ihou'd have beca 
all over befoie thi^ 

. SOCRATEg. 
My children, don't thwart or provoke her, but pay 
her all kind of deference : we muft comply with iince 
we can'c mend her : it is the triumph of reafi;>n to live 
well with thofe who have none. 

End of the First Act. 
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ACT II. SCENEL 
SaCRATPV SOFHKONIMUS. 

SOPHRONJfMUS. 
Divine Socrates^ I know nojt how to believe toy 
own happinefs : Kow can Aglae, whofe father d/d in 
extf^nie poverty, be pbffefs*d of fo confiderablc a for- 
tune ? 

SQCRATES. 

: I told you before,' (he had niore than (bethought (he 
had : 1 knew her father's aAaii^ better than herfelf : let 
it ftiffice that you both -enjoy a fortune which you de- 
(brve : the fecrets of the dead (hou'd be preferv'd a^ 
jBdigiottCf aa thbfe^df the Imng. 

' ' * ' sbPHRONIMUS, 

I am only afraid the prieft of Ceres, to whom you 

haye prefj^rrM-Sophrionimus, will endeavour to revenge 

Aglae'a refufal upon you : he is a man whom we have' 

reafpn to dread. 

SOdRATES. 

♦ What has he to fear who does his duty? I know 
Ae nialice of my enemies ; I know all their calumnies ; 
bat when we take care never to offend God, and en- 
deavour to dd all tfte good we can to mankind, then is 
it that we are afraid ^f nothing', or whtlft we live, or 
when wc die. 

S o- 
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SOPHRONIMUS. 
I know it well ; yet I fhou'd die with grief if the 
happine& you beftowM on me fliouM induce your ene- 
mies to put your virtue to the trial. 

S C E N E IL 

SOCRATES, SOPHRONIMUS, AGLAE, 

AGLAE. 

O my benefaflor, my father. Jet mc fall at your 

feet» thou more than man ; join me, Sophronimus, in 

mutual acknowledgments; 'tis he, *ti$ Spcrates who 

marryi^ us at his own expenc;e, and gives us beft part 

of his own fortune to fupport us : but, we muft not fuf* 

fer him, we mufl not be rich on thefe conditions 3. ikv 

if our hearts have any gratitude^ let them imitate bk 

generofity, 

SOPHRONIMUS. 

O Socrates, with her T throw myfeff" at thy fcet j 

like her I am charmed aftontfii'd and confounded at thy 

goodnefs ; we will not^ muft not abufe it : look on us 

as your children, but do not let thofe children b^- a 

burthen to their kind parent 1^ thy frlendlhip is fortuhe 

fufficient, *tis all thatwede{ire: you are not rich, and 

yet you do more than all the gceat ones of the earth ;, 

but were we to accept thy bounties,, we {hou'd be un* 

worthy of themu. 

^ & O C R A^ 
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SOCRATES. 
RifCf my children, you affe^lme too ditplj: are 
wc not bckind to reipe<^ the will of the dead ? did not 
your father, Aglae, whom I always confider'd as pa|t 
of myfelf,tdid he not injoin me to treat you as my 
daughter? Had I not done (o^ I had betray'd thecon« 
fidence of friendfliip : I tbak upon me the performance 
of his will, and I have executed it: the little 1 beftow 
on you wou'd have been uielefs to my old age, which 
has not many wants to fupply. If it was my duty to 
obey my friend, it is yours to obey your &ther. I am 
that father now, and by that facred name command 
you not to make me unhappy by your lefufal : hut 
retire) I fee Xantippe coming this way ; I have rea- 
f<^s for defiring you to avoid her at preieiu« 

AOI.AE. 
Your commands are cruel, but they mufi be obey'd^ 

SCENE m. 

S OCR ATE 8^ XANTIPPE. 

XANTIPPE. 

A fine piece of work you have made here j upon my 

word, my dear hufband, I mufl put a ftop to your 

, proceedings. Here had I promis'd Aglae to Anitus the 

bigh-priefl, a man of interefi amongfl the greats and 

-SophrO'* 



140 SOCRATES. 

Sophronltnus to the rich Drixa, a man of the moft ex- 
'ttffifive influence in the whole nation ; and you marry 
your two fools together, and make me break my word 
tobotli ! not concent widi t^is, you muft: needs give 
*em 1>eft part of your fortune too. Twenty thoufajid 
drachms ! good gods ! twcntv thoufand drachms ! an't 
you aiham'd of yourfelf ? at the age of threefcore and 
ten too ? Who's to pay your phyficians when you are 
Rck ? Or your lavvyiers when you have a law-fuit ? 
What am 1 to do, when that villainous wry-ncck'd 
fellow, Anitus, whom you might Have had on your fide, 
'if he fliou'd join his party to perfccute you, as they 
have done fo often already ? confufion to all philofo- 
phy and philofophers I fay, and to niy own foolifli re- 
gard for you I You pretend to direft others, and want 
leading-ftrings yourfelf; slways reafoning without a 
^rain of common ienfe. If you were not one of the 
bcft men In the world, you wQu'4 he the moft ridicu- 
lous and the moft infupportable : but mind me, you 
have only one way left, break ofFthis fooliih match, 
and do what your wife bids you. 

SOCRATES. 
You talk welly my dear Xantippe, and with great 
moderation; but hear what I have to (ay in return. I 
did not propofe this martrage myfelf, but Aglae and 

Sophrojiimus 
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Sophronimus love and are worthy of each other. I 
have already made over every thing to you that the 
laws will alloiv me, and have given almoft all that re- 
mained to the daughtef of my friend : . the littJq which ' 
I keep is enough for me« I have no phyiician to pay 
bccaufel live fober ; no lawyers becaufe I have neither 
debts nor reverfions : and with regard to that philofo. 
phy you reproach me with, it will teach me to bear 
the malice of Anitus, and your treatment of me ; nay 
even to love you, in fpite of your ill-humour. [Exit. 

. S C E N E IV. . ;; 

• XANTIPPB alone. 
The old fool ? and yet, fpite of myfelf I can't help 
«lfecming him; for after aD, there is fomething great 
even in his"* follies : but his coolne(s and indifference 
makes me mad. To fcold him is but loft labour : for 
thefc thirty years pAft t have been perpetually pecking 
at him J and when I have tired niyleirwith it, he bids 
mc go on, and I am dumb-founded. Surely there 
muft be fomething in that foul of his fuperior to minet ' 
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s c j: N E V. 

XANTIPPE, DRIXA. 

DRIXA. 

So) Madam Xantippe^ I fee you are fniilreft at 

home : fye ! (ye I how mean it is to be govem'd by a 

hufband ! this vile Socratee^ to prevent my making a 

young fellow's fortune ; but Dl be revenged. 

XANTIPPE. 
My dear madam Drixa, don't be fo angry with my 
huA)and, I am angry enough with him myfelf : he's a 
poor weak man, I confefs ^ but I verily believe has 
one of the beft hearts in the world ) has not the leaft 
degree of malice, and does a thoufaad foolifb things 
without defigning, and with fo much honefty, that 
one can't help forgiving him : then indeed he is asob- 
ftinate as a mule : I have done nothing but teofe and 
torment him my whole life; aay, I have eycn beat 
him fometimes, and yet I have never been able to 
mend him, nay, not fo much as to put him into a 
paflion. What can I do with him f 

DRIXA. 
I tell you, I'll be reveng'd : under yonder portico 
I perceive his good friend Anitus, and feme more of 
our party i let me alone with him. 

XAN- 
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XANTIPPE. 
My god ! I am dreadfully afraid thefe folks, all to** 
gedier, wHI do my poor huiband (ome mifchief : I 
muft go and tell him of it, for after all one can't 
htip loving him. 

SCENE VI. 

ANITUS, DRIXA, TERPANDER, ACROS. 

DRIXA. 

Mod noble Anitus, we have alt been wronged : 
you are tricked as well as myfclf : this vile Socrates 
has given away three parts of h!s fortune on purpofe 
to fpitc you: you muft take ample revenge of him. 

ANITU8. 

I defign it : heaven iifelf requires it of me : this • 

man treats me with contempt, and of *cxmrfe muft 

defpife the gods. Already we have had fcvera^ acci^ 

fations againft him, we muft repeat them, you will all 

afllft me : we will put him in danger of his life, then 

will I offer him my proteAion, on condition that be 

refigns Aglae to me, and to you th^ beautiful Sophro- 

nimus: thus we ftiall all gain our fcveral points : be 

will' be fnfficiently puniihed by the fright wefhall put 

him into : I Ihall get my mtftrefs, and you your 

lover. 

DRIXA. 
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DRIXA, 
Wifdptn herfdf (peaks in Aiiitfis : fiire fomc divi- 
nity inlpires you : but tell u$, how^e we to .proceed i 

. AN1TU8.. 
This is about the time when the judga go to the 
tribunal, with A^elitus at the head of them. 

DRIKA. 

That Melitus is a little pedant, a fad fellow, aod 

your enemy. 

ApJltUS. 

He is fo I but he is ftill a greater enemy to Socrates j 
'tis a rafcaliy hypocrite who fupports the rights of tht 
areopagu^ againft me : but we always hold together 
when our mutual intcreft and. bufinefs is to deftfojr 
th^fe pretesdcKi wife^mieit, .who waot to open the eyes 
jof people on our coiiduA : harkee, my dear Drixa, 
you.ariea/dcvsptfie- . 

PRIXA* 

Certainly, my lord, I loire money, and I love pita- 

fiire with all my £>ul -, but in tnatters^de^'Otion I yicU 

to none. 

ANITU8. 

Go then immediately, aJul giet togetber u vmf 

^bawling eathufiafts u you can, and cfy out, imfidf* 

TER- 
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TERPANDER. 

Is there any thing to be got by it ; if there is, we are 

aU ready ? 

ACROS. 

Ay, ay, that we are j but what fort of impiety ? 

ANITUS. 
O every kind : hovirever, we had beft accufe him at 
once of not believing in the gods j that's the fhorteft 

war. 

DRIXA. 

O let me alone then. 

ANITUS. V 

You (hall be well fupported 5 go, and ftir up your 
friends under the portico : PIl inform mean time fome 
of my news Joving friends of it, who come frequently 
to dine with me, a parcel of contemptible fellows they 
are to be fure, but fuch as, if properly directed, can 
do a good deal of mifchief on occafion : we muft make 
ufe of every expedient to promote a good caufe : away, 
my friends, recommend* yourfelves to Ceres, and be 
ready to cry out when I give you the fignal : *tis the 
only way for you to live happy here, and gain heaven 
hereafter. 

Vol. VI. H SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 
ANITUSi CRAPUIUS, CHOMUS, BERTILLUS. 
/ ANITUS. 

Moft indefatigable G;:aphiuS) profound Chomus, and 
delicate Bertillua, have you finilh'd thofe little woiks 
as I commanded you againft the impious Socrates i 

GRAPHIUS, 

My lord, I hare labour'd : he'll never hold up bit 

head again. 

CHOMUS. 

I have provM the fa<Sl againfl him ^ ftruck him duir.b. 

BERTILLUS. 
1 have only mention'd him in my journal, and it has 

ir^oue for him. 

ANITUS. 

Graphiu9, beware, you knoiv I forbad your pro- 
lixity : you are naturally tedious, and that may wear 
out the patience of the court. 

GRAPHIU8. 
My lord, 'tis all in one leaf : wherein I have proved, 
that the foul is an infufcd quintefccnce ; that tails 
were given to animals to drive away flies } that Ceres 

worb 
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works miracle^ ; and confequently, that Sbcrates is 
ail enemy to the ftate, and ought. to be exterminated. 

ANITUS. 
A moft excellent conclufion ! remember to carry 
your accufation to the fecond judge, who is a com- 
plete philofopher. FIl anfwer for it, you'll foon get 
rid of your enemy Socrates. 

GRAPHIUS. 
My lord, I am not his enemy : I am only vex'd 
that he has Co great a reputation : all that*I do is for 
the glory of Ceres, and the good of my country. 

ANITUS. 
Well, well, make hafte and be gone : and you, 
learned Chomus, what have you done i 

CHOMUS. ^ 

My lord, finding nothing reprehenfible in the writ- 
ings of Socrates, I (hall accufe him point blank of 
thinking diredly oppofite to what he fays, and fhall 
(hew the poifon he intends to fpread in every thing he 

is to fay hereafter. 

ANITUS. 
Wonderful indeed ! carry your piece to the fourth 
judge : he has not common-ienfe, and therefore will 
underftand you perfe^y : now for you, Bertillus. 

H.2 < BE R- 
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BERTILLUS- 
My lord, here is my laft Journal upon the ChiM. 
I have proved, by a regular feries from the Chaos to the 
Olympics, that Socrates perverts tlie youth of Athens. 

ANITUS. 
Admirable ! go yoy from me to the feventh judge, 
and tell him I defire^ he'd take care of Socrates ; fo i 
here comes Melitus already, the firft of the eleven ; 
there's no neceffity of praftifmg any art with him, wc 
know one another too v^ell. 

SCENE viir. . 

ANITUS, MELITUS. 

ANITUS. 
Mr. Judge, one word with you : this* Socrates muft 
te deftroyed* 

MELITUS. 
Indeed, Mr. High-prieft, I have long thought h : 
let us agree in this point ; we may quarrel, you kDow> 
notwithftanding about every thing elfe. 

ANITUS, 
I know we hate one another moft cordially : but at 
the fame time we may lay our heads together to govern 
the commonwealth. 

MILITUS. 
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MILITUS. 
With sdl* my heart, no body can ovcrticar us : there - 
fore, to fpcak freely, I know you arc a rogue, and> 
you don't look upon me as a very honeft man : I can't 
hurt you becaufe you are high prieft, nor you me bc- 
caufe I am firfl judge ; but Socrates may do us bothKi 
mifchief, by expofing us to the world j our firft bufmefs, 
therefore, is to deftroy him, and then we may be at 
leifure to fall upon one another the firft opportunity. 

ANITUS. [Afide. 

*Tis well obferv'd : how I cou'd rejoice now to fee 
this rafcally judge upon an altar, his arms banging on 
tine fide and his legs on the other, whllft I with my 
golden knife was ripping up his guts and confulcing 
his liver at leiiiire ! 

MELITUS. [A(i4e. 

Shall I never be able t6 fend this villainous high- 
prieft to goal, and make him fwalloMr a p6int of hem- 
lock by my conMnand i " 
ANITUS. 

O my friend, here come our noble affiftants, I have 
taken care to prepare the populace. 

H ^ ■ M I L I- 
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MELITUS. 
Very well, my dear friend, you may depend upon 
mc in this aiFair, not forgetting old fcores. 

S C li N E IX. 

ANJTUS, MELITUS, fome of the JuJgct of Atbcm 
pafling alonj under the portico. 

Anitui whifpeit Mrltftt. 
DRIXAi TKRPANDER, ftnd.ACROS togetlier; 
Juftice, juftice, fcandal, impiety, juftice, jufticc, 
i#rc]!gion, impiety, Juftice I * 

ANITUS. 
What's the matter, my friends, what's your com* 
plaint? 

DRIXA, TERPANDER, andACROS. 
Juftice I in the name of the people. 

MILITUS. 
Againftwbom? 

DRIXA, TERPANDER, andACROS.' 

Againft Socrates. 

MtLITUS. 
Ha ! ha ! againft Socrates ? that fellow has been 
often accufed : what has he done now i 

ACROS. 
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ACRO&. 
I don't know what. 

TERPANDER- 
They fay he gives money to young girls in marriage. 

ACROS. 
Ay, he corrupts our youth. 

DRIXA. 
O he's a wicked wretch : he has offer'd up* no cakes 
to Ceres ; he fays there is a great deal of ufelefs gold 
and filver in the temple. 

ACROS. 
Ay^ and he fays the priefts of Ceres get drunk fome- 
times ; that's true ; he's a widced wretch indeed. 

DRIxA. 
He's a heretic; he denys the plurality of gods; h^\ 
a deiil : he believes only in one God ; he's an atheift. 

All three together. 
Yes ; he's a heretic, a deift, and an atheift. 

MELITUS. 
Dreadful accufations indeed, and all extremely pro- 
bable : I have Jieard as much before. 

H 4 A N I* 
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A.NITUS. 
The ftatc is in danger if wc leave Aich crimes un- 
punifh'd : Minerva will vrithdraw her protefiion from 
us. 

DRIXA. 

Ay, that (he will, I. have heard, him laugh at Mi- 
nerva's owl. 

. MELITUS* 

At Minerva's owl ! O heav'n ! gentlemen, is not 
it your opinion he ought to be fent to prifon ioune- 
diatcly ? 

The Judges lOl together. 

To prifon with him, to piifon. 

MBLITU8. 
Guards^ carry Socrates to prilbn this inftant 

DRIXA. 

'And sifterwards let him be burnM without a hearing. 

One of the Judges. 
No, no ; we muft hear him ; wc muft fnOt go 

againll the law. 

AN1TU8. 

No, no ; that's what the good woman meant : wt 
muft bear him, but not let what he fays have too much 

efita 
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cSe& on us j you know thefe pjiilofophers are ♦ de- 
vilifli fubde: *tis they who have difturb'd all thofe 
nations which we have endeavoured to render peacea- 
ble and quiet. . y 
MELITUS. 

Xo prifon with him, to prifon. 

SCENE X. 

T<rtbcm enter XANT1P?E, SOPttRONIMUSr 
AGLAE, SOCRATES iachains. 

XANTIPPE, Servants. 
O mercy, mercy, my poor huiband is going to pri- 
fon ; an*t you afhamed, Mr. Judges, to treat a man 
of his years in this manner ? What harm cou'd he do ? 
Alas ! it is not in his power, f he is more fool than 
knare, Ood knows i have pity on him, good gentle- 
men. O my dear, I told you you wou*d draw your* 



• The reader will obfei^e, that Mr. Voltaire has made life of two 
or three phraies that wou^d «ome with more propriety from the 
mouth of a French. fstbolic, than a heathen prieft ; fuchasgngner 
]e cici, Heretiqiie and DiaboHqiie J and Tome other terms which 
th'? Giecks'were propably not very well acquainted with. 

t La Fontaine's lervc-mt, it is reported, faiJ the fame thin^ cf 
her maftcr. It is not Mr. T})omlon*s fault if Xamippe l^d the 
iini€ thing before her. Mr. Thomfbn painted Xanrippe as ^ic 
really was : he was net oblii^'d to make a Cwnelia of her. 
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felf into fome bad affair. This comes of portioning 
young girls. What an unhappy creature I am J 

SOPHRONIMUS. 
Opiy lords, refpcfi his age, refpeft his virtue ; girc 
me his chains ! I am ready to yield up my liberty, my 
life for his. 

AGLAE. 

Yes ; we will go to prifon in his ftead ; wc will die 
for him : do not deftioy the nobleft, beft of men : take 
us rathef for your vidtims. 

MELITUS. 

You fee how he corrupts our youth. 

SOCRATES. 
No more, my wife, no more, my children j do not 
oppofe the will of heaven, which fpeakd by the laws : 
he who refills the law, is no longer a citizen. God 
wills that I ihou'd be put in bondage ^ I fubmit to his 
divine decree without murmur, or repining. In my 
own iioufe, in Athens, or in a prifon, I am equally 
free ; and whilft I behold in you fo much gratitude, and 
fo much friendfliip, I am happy. What matters it 
whether Socrates fleeps in his own chamber, or in a 
prifon ? Every thing is as the fupreme will ordaim, 
ztid my will ihou'd fubmit to it. 

MELI- 
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MELITUS. 
Take away this reafoner. 

ANITUS. 
Gentlemen, what he fays I muft own has affected 
me ; the man feems tp have a good difpofitson ; I flat- 
ter myfelf I Ihou'd be able to convert him ; let me have 
a little private converfation with him ; pleafe to order 
his wife and thefe young folks to retire. 
One of the Judges. 
Moft venerable Anitus,' you have our confent to 
parley with him before he appears at the tribunal. 

S C E N E XI. 
ANITUS, SOCRATES. 
ANITUS. 
Moft virtuous Socrates^ my heart bleeds to fee you 
in this condition. 

SOCRAT-ES. 
And have you a heart ? 

ANITUS. 

I have, and one that feels for you : I am ready to d6 
every thing for you. ; 

SOCRATES. * 

I think you have done enough already. 

AN I- 
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ANITUS. 

Harke'e, Socrates, your fituation is worfe than you 
think it is ; let ixiQ tell you, your life is in danger. 

SOCRATES. 
That is of very little confequence. 

ANITUS. 

To your noble foul it may appear fo, but it is other- 
wife in the eyes of all thofe who, like me, admire 
your virtue : believe me, however you may be arm'd 
by philofophy, it is dreadful to die a death of ignominy • 
but thirls not all ; your reputation, which fhou'd be 
dear to you, will be^fulliedin after aees : the religious 
of both foxes will faugh at your fall, and infult you: 
if you are burn'd, they'll light the pile j if you're 
ftrangled, they'll tie the cokI -, if ycuVe poifon'd, they'll 
jkHind the henilock y and not only that, but they'll 
make your memory execrable to all pofterity. Now 
it is in your own power to prevent all this : I will pro- 
mife not only to fave your life, but even to perfuade 
y^ur judges to fay with the oracle, that you are die 
\uik& of men : you have nothing to do hjdt to giveoe 
lip your young pupil, Aglae^ with the portion ; joa 
underfland me : as to her marriage with Sophronimust 
we (hall find meauia to fet it afuk ; thus you wiilenjpf 

a 
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a peaceful and honourable -gid age, and the gods and 
goddefles will blcfs you, 

SOCRATES. 

Soldiers, condudl me to prifon immediately. 

[He is carry'd oC 
ANITUS. 

This feijow is incorrigible; but it*s not my fault ;- 

I have dqn/c my duty, and have nothing to reproach* 

niyfelf with : he niuft be abai>don'd ^ a reprobate^ 

aAd left to die in. his fins. 

Ekd of the S£C0ND Act. 
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Th« Judges featcd on the Tribunal. 
SOCRATES below. 

JUDGE. £ToA»itu8. 

"XT O U fliou*d not fit here, you are pricft of Ceres. 

ANITUS. 
I am only here for edification. 
MELITUS. 
Silence there : Socrates, you are accufed of being a 
bad citizen, of corrupting youtht of denying a plura^ 

lity 
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lity of gods, of being a heretic, deift, and atheift : 
anfwcr to the charge. 

SOCRATES. 

Judges of Athens, I exhort you all to be as good 
citizens as I have always myfelf endeavour'd to be : to 
filed your blood for your country, as I have done In 
many a battle : with regard to youth, guide them by 
your counfels, and, above all, dire£i them by your ex. 
ample ; teach them to love true virtue^ and to avoid 
the miferable philofophy of the fcbools : the article con« 
cerning a plurality of gods is a little more difficult to 
difcufs, but hear what I have to fay upon it. ^ Know 
then, ye judges of Athens, there is but one God. 

* MELITUS and another Judge. 

the impious wretch ! 

SOCRATES. 

1 fay, there is but one God, in his nature infinite, 
nor can any being partake of his infinity. Turn your 
eyes towards the celeftial globes, to the earth and feas ; 
all correfpond together, all are made one for the other : 
each l)eing is intimately connefted with other beings, 
all form'd with one defign, by ore great architeS, one 
only mafter, and preferver : perhaps he hatli deigned 
to create genii, and daemons^ more powerful and 

more 
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more wife than men ; if fuch exift, thej are creatures 
like you, his firft Aibje^ls, net gods : but nothing in 
nature proves to us that they do exift, wbilftall nature 
Ipeaks one God and one father : this God hath no need 
of Mercury and Iris to deliver his commands to us : be 
hath only to will, and that is enough. If by Minerva 
you underftand no more than the wifdom of God ; if 
by Neptune you only mean his immutable laws, which 
laife or deprefs the fea, you may ftill reverence Neptune 
and Minerva, provided that under thefe emblems you 
adore none but the fupreme being, and that thepeo* 
pie are not deceived by y%i into iaife opinions. 

Be careful above all not to turn religion into meta- 
phyfycs, its eilence is morality : diipute not, but wor- 
fliip. If our anceftors believ'd.that the fupreme God 
came down into the arms of Alcmene, Danae, and 
Semele, and had children by them, our anceftors ima- 
gin'd dangerous and idle fables. 'Tis an infuk on the 
divinity to conceive that he cou'd poffibly, in any man- 
ner whatlbever, commit with woman the crime which 
we call adultery. It is a difcouragement to the reft 
of mankind to fay, that, to be a great man, it necefTa* 
ry to be produced fix>m them)'fterious union of Jupiter 
and one of our own wives and daughters. Miltiades, 
Cimon, Themifiocles, and Aiiftides, whom you per* 

fecuted. 
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fecuted, were perhaps much greater than Ferfeus, Her- 
cules, OK- Bacchus. The ooly way to become the 
children of God, is to endeavour to pleafe him. De« 
ferve therefore that title, b]r never paffing aaunjoft 

fentence. 

ME LIT US. 

What tnfolence ! what blafphemy ! 

Another Judge. 
What abfurdities ! one can't tell what he means. 
MELITUS. 
* Socrates, you are always too fond of argument : 
anfwer briefly, and with precifion : did you, or did 
you not, laugh at MFnerva's owl ? 
SOCRATES. 
Judges of Athens, take care of your owls; when 
you propofe ridiculous things as obje^ of belief^ 
too many arc apt to refolve that they will believe 
nothing : they have ftnfe enough, to find out thatyouf 
do<Strine 'is abfurd, though they have not elevation 
of mind fufficient to difcover the law of truth ; they 
know how to laugh at your little deceits, but not to 
^dore the firft of beings, the one incomprehenfible, iiu 
comn;iunicable being, the eternal^ all-juft, and all* 
powerful God. 

MELI- 
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MELITUS. 
O the blafpbcmcr ! the monft^r ! he ha$ feid too 
much already : I condemn faith to d^ath. 

Man7 of tk& Ju^es. 
And fo do we. 

One of the Judges. 

Several of us are of another opinion -, Socrates has* 
fpoken wifely j we believe men would be more wife 
and juft if .they thought like him : for my part, far 
from condemning him^ I think Ue ought to be re- 
warded. . 

Many of the Judges. 

We think fo too. 

T^e opifiiom fecm to be divided* 
ANITUS, 

Gentlemen of the areopagus, permit me to in* 

terrogate him a little. Do you believe, Socrates, ihat^ 

the lun turns round, and that the areopagus af^s by. 

divine^ right j 

SOCRATES. 

You have no authority to a(k any queftions,' but I 

have authority to Wch you what ydu are ignorant of ; 

it is of little importance to fociety, whether the fun 

or the earth turns round, but it is of the utmoft con- 

fcquence^ whether the men who turrx with them be 

juft 



162 S O, C R A T E S. 

juft Of unjuft : virtue oidy a^ from the right divine^ 
and you and the areopagus have no rights btit tboie 
which your country has beftowed on you. 

ANITUS. 

Uluftrious and moft equitable juJges^ let Socrates 

retire* 

[Melfttts makti a fign, Socrates It carried ouu 

ANITUS proceedi. 
Moft auguft areopagus, inftitutcd ^y heaven, yoo 
hdOLT what he fays : this dangerous fellow denies that 
the fun turns round, and that you zSt by r%ht divine ; 
if thefe opinions prevail, adieu to magiftracy, and 
adieu to the fun : you are no longer judges appointed 
by Minerva; you will become accountable for your 
proceedings } you muft no longer determine but ic* 
cofdii^ ta the laws i and if you once depend on the 
laws, you are undone: puniih rebellion therefore, 
revenge earth and heaven : I am going : dread you 

the anger oi the gods if Socrates is permitted to'live. 
[ Anitut goes out, and the Judges de»ar. 

One of the Judges. 
I don^t care to quarrel with Anitus $ he is a dan* 
gerous man to ofFcnd. If he troubled himietf with 
the gods only it would not fignify. 

Another 
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Another Jixige te his brother fitting near him. 

Between you and me, Socrates is in the right ; but 

then he ihould not be in the right fo publicly. I care 

no more for Ceres and Neptune than he does ; but he 

ihould not fpeak out to the whole areppagus what he 

ought to have whifpered : yet after all, what is there 

in poifoning a philofopher^ efpecially when he is old 

and ugly i 

Another Judge. 

If there be any injuftice ih condemning Socrates, it 

is Anicus*s bufinefs and not mine : I lay it all upon 

his confcience : beiidies^ it grows late, we lofe our 

timci let us talk no more about it: to death with 

him. * 

Afiotber. 

Ay, ay, they &y he's an heretic, and an atheift 1 to 

death with him. ^ 

MELXTU8. 
Call Socrates. 

[Heisbftmghtin] 

BlefTed be the gods, the plurality of voices is for 

death; Socrates^ the gods by us condemn you to 

' drink hemlock^ 

SOCRATES. 

We are all mortal : nature condemns you alfo to 

death in a Ihort time, probably you may meet with a 

more 
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more unhappy end than,mine : the diftemperi whick 
bring on death ftre much more painfuUhan actipof hem* 
lock. I thank thofe amongft my judge$ who pleaded in 
favor of innocence i for the reft» they haive my pity. 

One ofthe Judges going out. 

Certainly this man deferv'd a penfion from the ftate» 
rather than a cup of poifon* 

Another Judge. 
I think fo too ; but why wou'd ho quarrel With a 

prieft of Cerei i 

Another. 

After all) it is beft to get rid of a phOoibpber : tfaofe 

fellows have alveays a certain fierceneft of Spirit wbich 

Ihou'd be damp'd a little. 

Another. 
One word with you» gentlemen : wou'd not it be 
right, whilft our hand is in, to make an end of aD the 
geometricians, who pretend that the three angles of a 
Ifiaag^e are equal to two right ones ? they are a migbtr 
fcaodal to the fooKft people that read their works. 

AoothtL 
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Another. 
Ay, ay, we'll hang 'em all the ntxt fcflion, * let's 
ge to dinner. 

SCENE II. 

SOCRATES alone. 
I have been long prepared for death ; all I fear at 
prefent is, that my wife Xantippe will be troubling me 
in my laft moments, and interrupt me in the Tweet em- 
ployment of recollecting my foul, and preparing my- 
fclf for eternity : I ought to bufy myfdf only in the 
contemplation of that fupreme being, before whom I 
am ibon to appear : but here (he comes i I muft be 
refign'd to all things. ' 

SCENE III. 

SOCRATES, XANTIFfE, with the Dlfciplci of Socratn. 

XANTIPPE. 

Well, my poor man, what have thefe gentlemen 

of the law concluded on ? have they fined you, are 

you bsiniihed or acquitted t my God ! how uneafy 



In the iixth century a paraUet circumftance actually happen'd^ 
aid one of the judges made oie of thoie very wqrde, ** to death 
<< with h'lm, and let's go to dinner. 

have 
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have I been about you ! pray lake care this don't 

happen a fecond time. 

SOCRATES. 
No, my dear, this will not happen a fecond time, 
II! anfwer for jt ; give yourfelf no uneafinefi about 
any thing. My dear difciples, my friends, wellcome. 

C R I T O at the bead of hit difciples. 
You fee us, beloved Socrates, no lefs concerned 
for you than Xantippe ; we have gained permiffion of 
the judges to vifit you; juft heaven! muft we behold 
Socrates in chains ! permit us to kifs thofe bonds 
which refled (hame on Athens. How could Anitus 
and his friends reduce you to this condition i 

SOCRATES. 
Let us think no' more of thefe trifles, my firiends, 
but continue the examination we were making yefter- 
day into the foul's immortality. We obferv'd, I 
remember, that nothing could be more probable, or 
at the fame time more full of comfort and fatisfiiSion, 
than this fweet idea -, in fad, matter we know changes, 
but perifbes not ; why then fhould the foul perifh I 
can it be that, raifed as we are to the knowledge of a 
God through the veil of this mortal^body, we (hoa'd 
ceafe to know him when that veil is Amoved ? no^ as 

we 
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we think now, we muft always think ; thought Is the 
very eiTence of man ; and this being muft appear before 
a juft God, who will recompence virtue, punifh vice, 
and pardon weaknefs and error. 

XANTIPPE. 

Nobly faid ; but what does this fellow ^ere with his 

cup? 

Enter the Goaler^ or Executioner of the Eleven, carrying a cup 
of Hemlock. ^ 

Goaler. 

Here, Socrates, the fenate have fent you this. 

XANTIPPE. • 

Thou vile poifoner of the common-wealth, wou'd 

you kill my hufband before my face? monfter. Til 

tear you to pieces. 

SOCRATES. 

My. dear friend, I a/k your pardon for my wifeVmde 
behaviour: flie has fcolded me all her life; fhe only 
treats you as fhe does her hufband ; excufe her imper- 
tinence: give me the cup. 

[He takes the cup. 
One of the Bifciplcs. 

O divine Socrates ! why may not we take that poi- 

tbn for you ? horrible injuftice ! (hall the guilty thug 

condemn the innocent, and fools deftroy the wife ? 

you go then to death I 

S O C R A- 
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SOCRATES. 
No, my friends, to life : this is the cup of icnmor- 
tality : it is not this pcriihable body that has loved, 
and inftrudled you i it is my foul alone that has lived 
with you, and that fliall love you for ever. 

[ He is going to drmk. 
GOALER. 

I muft take off your fetters firft ; 'tis always done. 

SOCRATES. 

Do it then, I beg you. 

[ He fcratchct bii Itg. 

One of tlM Dj fcipks , 
' Yoa fmile ! 

SOCRATES. 

I fmile at the reflefUon) that pleafure fliouM arife 

from pain : thus it is that eternal felicity ftiaU fpriiig 

from the * miferies of this life. 

r Drinks tliepoifim. 
CRITO. 

Alas I what have you done i 



^ I have taken the liberty here to retrench two whole pages of 

, a fine fermon by Socrates t this common -place morality u cs- 

ti-rmely tirefome : thofe honeft gentiemeii, who aic of opiojoa 

that Socrates (hou*d have talkM a long time on this occafioo, axe 

ftraagcrt both to the theatre, and the human heart. 

Semper ad ventujn feftinat. 

This is the great rule which Mr. Thomfon carefully ob6rv*d. 

X AN- 
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XANTIPPE. 
Ay, for a thoufand ridiculous difcourfes of this kind 
tbe poor man has loft his life : indeed, my dear, you 
will break my heart -, I cou'd ilrangle all the judges 
with my own hands. I did ufe to fcold you indeed, 
but I always lov*d you notwithftanding ; thefe polite 
w:ell-bred gentlemen have put you to death : O my 
dear dear hufband ! ^ 

SOCRATES. 
Be calm, my good Xantippe ; weep not,'my friends i 
!t becomes not the difciples of Socrates to (bed tears. 

... . C^TO. - . , 

How can we avoid it on ;fo dreadful an occafion ? 
tbtskgalim^irdi^r! . . .^ - « ^ - \ 

SOCRATES. 
Thus it is that men will often behave to the worfliip- 
pers of one true God, and the enemies of fuperftiiion. 

CRITO. 
And mud Socrates be one of thofe unhappy vidims ? 

SOCRATES. 

*Tis noble to be the yiSim of the deity : f die con- 
tented. I wifh indeed that, to the fatisfa<3ion of fee- 
ii)g you, my friends, I couM have added the happinefs 
^f embracing Sophronimus and Aglae : I wonder they 

VoJ.. VI. I are 
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are not here : they wcm^dhavc made my laft moments 

•B^ore welcome. 

CRITO. 

Alas I l9iey kmow not that you kav« already under- 
gone the judges dreadful fentciKe : they have been talk- 
ing to the people, and praifing thofe magiftrates wlie 
wouM have acquitted you. AgLae has laid open the 
;giii}t ef Ankus, and publUh^d his fhame and dt(ho. 
nour : they perhaps might have faved your life : O 
dear Socrates, why vtM^d ymx thus precipitate your 
iaxe? 

SCENE the laft. 

TbthememcrACLAJs:, 8OPHRONiM0$. 

AGLAS; 
Divine Socrates, be not afraid : be comforted, 
Xantippe : worthy difitipk» of Socrates, do not we^. 

SOPHRONIMUS. 
Your enemies are confounded : the people rifib kk 
your defence. 

We have been talking to tbcm ; we have laid 'bptm 

the intcigues and jealoufy of the wicked Anitus : it 

was my duty to demand juflice for Us ciiaa, at I wa» 

tbecaufcofit. 

SO* 
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SOPHRONIMUS. 

AnkMs bath iav'd himielf by flight frota the rage of 

the people: h^ aad bis accomplices are purfued: 

Coiemii thanks have been given to thofe judges who ap«. 

p^ar'd in your iavor : tdie people are now at the gates 

o( the priibn, and wait to cx>iidud joou home in 

triumph. ' 

XANTIPFE. 

Alas! 'tis loft labour! 

One of the Difciples. 

P Socrates, why wou'd you fo baflily obey ? 

AOLAE. 

Live, dear Soo'ates, the beiiefai£b>r of your country, 

the model of future ages^ O live for the general hap- 

pinefs of mankind ! 

CRITO, 

Ye noble pak, my virtuous friends, it is too late, 

XANTitPE. 
You ftay'd too long. "^ 

AGLAE. 
Ala^ too late ! what meail you ? juft faeav'n ! 

SOPHRONIMUS. 
Ha» h^ dien alreaiiy draak the btai draught ? 

I2- SO- 
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SjO.CR AT.es. 

Sweet AglaCi and de^u- Sophrohimus, ttie law or* 

dain'd that I ihou'd ^ake the poifon : I obey'd the'law» 

unjuft a8 it is» bccaufe it opprefled niyielf alone : bad 

the injuftice been done to anotl&er, I wouM have re 

iUled iu I go to death, but the example of friendfliip 

which you give the world, and your nofblcneA of foul 

dial] never perifli : yblir virttie is greater, much greater, 

than the guilt of thofe who accus'd me. I blcfs that 

fate which the world may call misfortune^ becau£e it 

hath fet in the faireft light the goodne($of your hearts. 

My dear Xantippc, be ha|)py ^ s^nd ranembery that 

to be fo, you muft curb your impetuous temper. Mjr 

beloved difciples, liften always to the voice of that 

philofophy which will teach you to defpife your per- 

fecutors, and pity human weaknefs : and you, my 

daughter Aglae, and my fon Sophronimua, be always 

what you now are. 

AGLAE. 

' How wretched are*- we that we cannot die for you ! 

SOCRATES. 
Your lives are valuable,, mine wou*d have been uie* 
lefs : take my tender laflr' farewell the doors of eter- 
nity arc open'd to receive md 

X AN. 
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XANTiPPE. 

He was a great man 1 O I will roufe up the vrhoifi 

nation. 

SOFHRONIMUS. 

May we raife up temples to ScK^ales^ if ever mor- 
tal ixian deferv'd it ! 

f CRITO. 

At leaft may his wifdom teach ma^ikiud, that tern* 
pies ibou*d be rab'd to Go^ alone ! 
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•^^SBa^MiBBBBeta 

LETTER 

TO THE 
Marchioness of CHASTELLET. 

Madam, 

HOW contemptible a prefent for the marchtonelt 
of CbqftilUij U one of thefe pieces of poetry^ 
wbich owing all their merit to die tranfitory favour of 
the ptiUk, and theatrical delufion, are written but for 
a day, and Toon fink intoobUvon ! What indeed is a * 
a novel put into verfe» and reprefented on the ftage, to 
one who reads workj of Geometry with as much eaie at 
Ofhers read Romances ^ to her who finds in Ltcke^ that 
great preceptor of mankind, nothing but her own opi- 
mon and the hiftory of her own thoughts \ what can 
it be, in fhprt, to one who, born to enjoy jthepleafures of 
}ife, quits them all for the fake of truth ? 

But the greateft genius, madam, and doubtlefs the • 
moil dtfirable, is 1^ who excl^dei none of the fine^ 
arts, tbcyaU "improve fiivl delight thte mind; is the^e 

I 5 one 
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one of them therefore we fhouM wiffi to deprive our- 
fclves of ? happy are thoftTew whom Philofophy doth 
not fower, norths Belles- Lett res enervate: who can 
learn fortitude of Locke^ and acquire knowledge -from 
Clark ^nd Niwt^n^ impmve and exalt theirminds by the 
ftudy of Cicero and Bojfuel and adorn them with the 
charms of /^/V^/7 an J TaJJo f 

Such is the marchionefs of Chajfelleti I am not 
afraid, madam, to fay this, tho' I know you are unwil- 
ling to hear it. Your example fhou'd teach thofe'pf 
the ikme fex, apd tbe fame rank, that the nobleft mif 
become more noble by the improvement of their rea£>ji» 
and that wit and fenfe give new <;harm5 to beauty. 
There was a time in France^ and indee4 *« every part. 
of fiuTQpef when both men and women thought' leam* 
ii)g unbecoming) and that to/earch for knowledge and 
inftrtU^ion, waygoing out of their fpbere^ tbe formed 
thought themfelves born only for* war, or idlcnefti 
the kttier for nothing but coqucttrjr, ^ 

'5['^c ridicule which Moliire And Dejpreaux^tcw 
G^ learned women, fccih'd to jiiftify in a more re&ied 
age the prejudices of barbarifm ; b« --Afe/ffr^, that great 
legiflaeor in morality aiid decorutia,' certainly nevrr 
mciait by liis ^^lack 'on id^med w^nien, tb laugh at 
wit and:wifilalni te onlyfatiriskl^e abufeatid^cfecca.' 

tion 
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tion of them, in like manner as in his Tartuffe he cen- 
iured hjrpocriiy and not virtue. 

If inftead of writing a fatire on the fex, the exads 
folid, laborious, and elegant Dtfprtaux^ had confultcd 
lame of the moft fenfible women about the court, he 
iw)u'd have added to the art and merit of his highly- 
finiOi'd works, a grace and beauty^ which wouM have 
made them infinitely more agreeable ; in \^in does be 
endeavour to ridicule a lady fcr learning Aflronom}^, 
he had better luve leam'd it himfelf. 

Philofophy has made fuch a progrefs in France within 
thefe forty years paft, that, were Boileau now living, 
he who took the hberty xfi laugh ata woman of the firft 
rank, tyecauie •&€ was privately vifited by Roherval and 
Sauveur, wot^'dnoiv be oblig'd to refped and toznn«- 
tate thofe wlio publicly receive inftrufiions from our 
Mai^irtuisj Rewimurs^ A£airans<, DufaySj and Clairauts^ 
from all thofe truly learned men, who teach a moft 
lifefiil fcience, and who,, by rendering it pleafant and 
agreeable, make it rnfcndbly neceilary to tliis nation. 
I will venture to fay, we lu'e at a- time when a Poet 
muft be a Philofopher, and a woman may fafely be one' 

In the beginning of the laft age, the French learned 
oiily to range their words : at length the s^e of things 
is arrived : ihe who formerly read Afontagnf^ the ^Jiida^ 

and. 
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and :r.c ^faics of the '^egn of N4rvarre^'Vf9& called ^ 
Iciiined woman. Dejhoullieres and Dacier^ both ex* - 
cellcnt in their fevcral ways, appeared fome time after ; . 
but j'6ur fex has receiv'd yet more honour fromtbofe 
who had tafte enough to relifh that charming book» 
the Plurality of Worlds^ and Dialogues on Lighty. a . 
work perhaps not jnferiof to the other. . 

It is true indeed, that a woman who fhould neg|e£l 
the duties of her family and ftation to cuhivate the icir . 
ences would be blamable, even t}iough {he made die 
moft condderahle progrefs in them i but the faipe 
fpirlt that leads to the knowledge of truth, will in* • 
ftrud us in the performance of eveiy duty, T)|e - 
queen of England^ wife of Geor^W,, who wa$ m^iT ^ 
atrix ' between the two greateft metaphyficians in Eu^ 
ropiy Clark and Leibnitz^ and who was able to deter* 
mine the merits of them both, never pn that ac(30ifnt 
neg^eifted for a moment the duties of a <)u^{^ a mor •.> 
tliefj ;ind a wife. ^Chnflifuf^ who quitted tl^e jbroiie..,. 
for the politie arts, was ranked aiiK>ng(l th^greatef^ , 
rfcvereSgiis whilft ihe held tl^e reins of empiceii and . . 
r|u8 lR>t the grand-daughtef: of the iinmorul. C?^, . ;. 
in whom we Tee reviy'd the J^intof her g^a^drfatber^ 
added new dignity to the blood from irhen€e ^flui^. . 
Ijpiang ? 

* You, 
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You, madam, whofe name deferves to be plac'd 
witK theirs, have done the fame honour to literature, 
bjr culthratmg every part of it, which iayourconftant 
employment, at a time ojf life generally dedicated to 
pleafures of another kind. You have done ftill more ; 
yoa conceal this extraordinary merit with as « much 
care and affiduity as you acquired it : continue, madam, 
to cultivate the fcieiices, whilft that bright flame which 
yoii in vain endeavour to hide will break forth in fpltfi 
of yourielf. Shou'dthofe who have long difpens'd their 
favours' in fecret renoiince their* charity, when it is 
beoooae public? Why blulb at your own merit ? a 
mind «dorn'd like your^ b a new empire, the ar(s are 
everambicious of the fovereign's protection ; fo have 
beauty for their patronefs is ftill more ferviceable. 

Permit me to add, that one reafon why we fliouVI 
efteem women of letters is, th^t they read and ftudy 
fmm tafte filnd inclination only ; they confuier it as an 
addition to their pleafures, and in that they are.ccruiniy 
CQtntattiJMc : whillt:^ with regard ^o us men, we 
muft aek Aowledge, that it is often from vanity, orint^tfl, 
that we fpend our livc^ in the improvement of arts ; 
we mkc them but the Siyftmments to advance out 
Ibituntt, which is a kind t>f profanation. ' 1 am forry 

to 
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to hear Horace fay of hintfelfy ♦ Poverty madenua 
Pott. The ruft of ehvy, the 'artifice of intrigue, the 
poifon of calumny, riie aiTaffinatioA of fattre, (if I 
may venture to cail it 1'.) diflionour and difgrace a 
'profeffion which of it fdf hath fomcthing in it almoft 
divine. 

For roe, madam, led by an invincible incKnation tD 
the arts from my earlieft years, I always a<lmh**d diofc 
words whieh I have often repeated to you, oT^Gimi, 
the father of his cbuntry, of liberty and -of eloquence, 
•♦* -Letters are the rnfti-uftion oi^yoifth, and thedeK^ 
•^« of eM age ; ihi omartietot in •prt)fper*jr, in «4ver- 
^ fity a (iomfo'rt a»d a i^eK^; alt home alwayg^a gHiiu ^ 
"^We, ibroad ntfvcrtroublefome, in town -or couhiry, 
** night and day; a?t evtiry hour, and in every place, 
*•* they are Hhe trueft happinefs in life/* f 

2 have always lov'd them for tlieir own fakes, btft 
9K)W Lcultivate them for yotirs, madatn^ that 1 may 
<lelei>ve, 4f poffihle, 'the happinefs of fpending the »• 
^fttinier of my life with you in retirement, inthebo-^ 
ibm cff ^eace> Md* in the • feflfreh of that ^trtith for 



* - DBujicrt&s inipujit audax 
\ ' Vtteilii«ftftcinn. ./ . . 

HOR. Epift. lib. A. V. 51. 

f Hac SmdiaadoIcfcciptiamaluntyreneAuteniobleAaDtilcniiito 
rriornant, adveifis pcifiljgium, ac iblatium prebent | dclefiaat 
dnmi, non impediunt fbrii, pexno^ant nobifcum, peregnaa&rjr> 
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^liich you, in the bloom of youth, have facrificcd all 
the falfe enchanting pleafifres of the world, that I may 
one day, in &ort, have it in my power to fay with 
LucTitiusj that poet and phibfopher, whofe heaatics 
and whofe faults you are fo well acqtiainted with. 



♦ ■■ " ■«■ *Tis pleafant to behold from far 
The moving legions "mingled -in the war ; 
Btft knifch more fweet thy laboring fteps to guide 
To vmae*6 :hetghts, with wifdom 'WeU :fapply'<}, - 
And all the magazines q( karning fer^fy-d j < 
Flam tfaeace 10 look bebw onikmntLti-Mtti- : 
Bemtcbr^din die maaeof iikf >and4>lind. i • - 
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I will add nothing to this long epifUe concerning the 
tragedy which I have the honour to dedicate to yep ; 
how indeed, madam, can I fpeak of that^ after having ^ 
talkM of you ? All I can fay is, that it was written 
in your houfe, and under your eye : I have ondet»? 
vor'd to make it lefs unworthy of you by novelty,; 

II I III I I « Ill Bli I 4 

• Sed wl dttlcinfft benc<|(u>in4awiimimM>Pi' . . • , ^ 
Edita do^ina (apientum ttunpU ierena ; 
Defpicere unde qtieas alios, -paflbiuiue viderc • 
Errare, atque viam palantes qtiaerere vttaej 
Ccrtare ing;eiiio, contendeic nobiJitatc ; 
Nof^et atque diet niti praeftante laborc 
Ad /unamas emergen opes^ renraMue potirf. 
^O miieras homtnvm mentet ! OpemraeaDcst 

Lvcaf T. L.' a. line 7. 

Utttb^ 
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truth, and virtue, by fetting. forth that generous way 
of thinking, that humanity, that noblenefs of ioul, 
which is always pardbnbg evil, and doing good; 
tbofe fentiments fo i^ongly recommended by the bgcs 
of antiquity, refined and improved by our own holy 
religion, thofe true laws of nature, for the moft^alt' 
fo feldom obey'd ; you have cQrre&ed many £ualt^ 
this piece, and know buc too well how many ftiU i&- 
!niain in it ) may the public, whofe feverity will ht 
pioportion'd to its former indulgence^ be«s favounUc 
to my errors as you have been ! 

* May tbc work wbich I dedicate to .you at Jcdl 
boaft of k)iiger life than the reft of my fttfomumtnl 
were k woithy of her K> whom it -is addidsM, ii 
would be immortal. 

I am, madami with the profoundeft rtfycS^ && 



^ All this wftt not merely an idle complimenty like moH eixT 
ikt dedkatoi'v. The ftuthor did a^ualhr naft twenty yean of 
kit life with tnit ctlebnted lady, in tfie ftudy of Philofoiihy and 
ikf Belles-lJettref ; a>^d whiift Ihe Jived he wouM by no meaas 
iMUra. her, thou^k invited by aking, at appcart by (cvcral IctMt 
priDttd in lbs ibiffA v^hmia 9f tUs adiiiaiu 
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PRE F A C E. 

X * - I ■ 

THI S Tragedy, the fable of which is imenttii 
and admoft of a new Q^eciei, was Ivrkten with 
a view (tf &ewifig how f»r fuperior the Ipkit of tme 
reUgicm if .to die li^t of mttf». The religion of 
a faarbariah oonfifts. in oflfering-iip to hit gpis dw 
blood of his enemies ; a Chriftian badly tnftniSed has 
f^dpm modi more humanity : to be a ftrfftobferver 
of ioms unneceffiuy vitea andxeranoniesy and at the* 
teie time deficient inthe mo^ elftntial dttties, to^ 
%y certain prayers at particular times, ahd careftiHy 
to conceal his vices $ this is h& religion : that of 'a 
tnie.Chnfiiant is to loolp upon aU mankind as-hit 
brethreOf tado them all the good in his pow^^ and 
patdon their offences-; fuch isiru^man^^t^chomx of 
death, and Ahorez during the whole courfe oiF his^ 
life 5 fuch a man was Henry IV. as I haye deftribed 
him, even with all his foibles : in every part of my 
writings I have endeavoured to enforce that humanity 
which ought to be the diftinguifhtng charaderiftic of 
a tlnnking being : the reader will always find in them 
(if I may venture to (ay fo much of my own works) 

a defire 
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a defire to promote the happineft of all men, and an 
abhorrence of injufiice and oppreffion : it is this, and 
this- alone, which hath hitherto faved them from that 
obicurity to which their many imperfediokis wouM 
Otlicrwife long fince ha\re condemneS them : it vas 
this. which fupported ^tMenriade^ in fpitecr'aU the 
tShftts of ^(bme Jealous Frenchmen, who were re(blvcd 
ttbiblutely to deny that France could ever be capable 
4^' producing an epiapoem : but there are alwmyt a 
ftW readers ^ho will not fuffer their Jadgmenti to be 
^tainted by the poifon of cabals and intrigues ; who 
lovetruth alone, and always look For the man indie 
Author, with ^homl foxind favour : to thefe few un- 
^'udietci judges I beg' leave toaddreft die following 
fefleAions; and hope they will forgive that neceSty 
"which obliges me to make them. 

A ftrangcr at Paris was greatly aftoniflied the other 
day atmecting with a heap of libels of various kinds, 
and a cruel combination againft a poor mart that 
grieroufly opprefled him : certainly, faid he, this man 
rnuft have been very ilmbitfous, muft have endeavomcd 
to raifc himfelf to fomc of thofe exalted pofts diat (Br 
up the envy of mankind. No, it was replied, be is 
nothing but an dbfcure retired citizen, who keeps 
company with Virgii and Locke more dian any cf hia 

country- 
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ixHmttTmen, wh6fc very perfon is as litdc known td 
feme of his enemies, as to the graver who pretended 
to engrave hia piflurc : he is the author of fome 
pieces that have drawn tears from your eyes j of fome 
pciforniances, in which, in fpite of all their faults, 
you admire that love of hilmanity, juftice, and liberty, 
which reigns through every one of them : thofe who 
calumniate him are, for the moft part, men even more 
obfcure thanhimielf, who quarrel with him only for 
a little idle breath of fame, and who will perfecute 
him as long as hi lives, only becaufe he has given 
you pleafure. The ftranger was touched with in- 
dignation a^aihft the pe/fecutors, and felt fofhe pity 
for the unhappy man who was thus perfecutcd. 

It is hard indeed, that we cannot obtain that of our 
own countrymen and cotemporaries, which we have 
reafon to expc6l from ftrangersf and from pofterity :. 
very cruel, and at the fame time very difgraceful it is 
to human wit, that literature (hpuld be inFc<Elcd with 
tlicfe pcrfonal animofities, thcfe cabals and intrigues 
which the flaves of fortune alone ihou'd be tormented 
with. ,What do authors get by tearing one another 
to pieces ? they bring contempt and ignominy on a 
profcffion, which, but for thcmfelvcs, wou'd always 
be refpe<9:able : how melancholy a confidcradon is it to 

' rcflca* 



( i88 ) 
lefiedi that the art of thinking, the nobleft priviledgf 
of mankind, (hou'd become the fourcc of ridicule ; and 
that men of wit, who often by their quarrels make 
themfelves the jeft of fools, (hou'd only be the buffiaoos 
of i^e public, when diey ought to be the mafters of it ? 
Vtrgilj Farias f Pcllioy Horace and TibuUus wot 
friends ; the monuments of their friendflup ftiD fubfift, 
to teach mankind that great minds fliou'd always be 
united. If we cannot atuin to the excellency of their 
genius, may we not at leaft imitate their virtuo I 
Thofe iHuflrious men^ on whom .the eyes of the whol 
univerft were fixed, who cotttended for the admintioa 
of Jlfia^ Africa^ and Eufope^ lov*d one another not- 
wirhftanding, and liv'd together as brethren ; wUlft 
wct OMifined. as w€ are within this narrow theatre, we 
whofe names, fcarce known in one obfcure conicr of 
die world, will fixm pa& away like our fidhions, and 
^be heard of no more, quarr el and £ght widi eadi oiber 
for a flafli of fame, that is fcarce feto by a creature 
beyond our own little horizon. We live as it were ia 
a time of general famine, and prey upon one anodier. 
Firgil and Horace had no diflenfions, becaufe they lh*d 
in a land of plenty, 

I have {etn a book, entituled, de morbis m^Jhoh 
on the di/eafei of €tnifi$: the moft incurable of them 

'tU 
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all is this mcannefs and jealoufy ) but the worft.of al 
is^ that intereft has often a greater ihare even than 
envy in thefe little fatirical pamphlets, with which wt 
are fu over- run. It is not long ago (ince a fellow, who 
had. wrote an infamous libel againft his friend and be- 
nefactor, being alk'd how he cou'd be guilty of fo much 
ingratitude, reply 'd with all the indiflFerencc in tht 
world, * I muft live. 

Whatever may be the caufe of this ihameful pradice, 
certain it is, that when a man is attack'd, merely oa 
account of his writings, he fbouM by no meana think 
of anfwering the criticifms j fof if they arc juftly 
Ibunded, he has nothing to do but to correal his 
works I and if they are not, they will p.riih as foon at 
they are born. Let us call to mind the fable of 
BoccalirtL ♦* A traveller, fay« he, was difturb*d, in his 
<* journey by the noife of graflioppers j he ftopp'd witt 
*^ a refolution to dcftroy them all, but to no purpofe, 
^^ it only led him out of his way : he ought to have 
** proceeded peaceably on his jouniey, the graflioppers 
** wou'd all have died of themfclvcs in a week's time." 

The author fliou^d alWays forget himfelf, the man 
never} feipfum defer ere turpifjhnum fft. Thofc who 



• rbis aniWer wat made by the AbHe des F^ntmnei to the count 
D*Ar^eh/on, iecrctary of lUttc foi- miiiury affaiit, 
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ACT L S C E 1^ E L 
ALVAREZ, GUZMAN. 
ALVAREZ. 
T length, forfo the council hath decreed. 



Guzmm fuccecds Alvarez ; long, my foh, 
May'ft;thou preferv« for hjeav'p and for thy king 
This better half of our new conquered world. 
This fortile fourcc of riches, and of crimes ! 
Joyful to thee I yield the poft of honour. 
That fuits but ill with feeble age like mine ; 
In youth thy father trod the paths of glory ; 
Alvarez iirfl: our winged caftles bore 
To Mexico's aftonifh'd fons; he led 

Vol. VI. K . Spain's 
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Spain's gallant heroes to this golden fhore : 

-After alife fpcnt in roy^country's fervice, 

Cou'd I have form'd thcfe heroes iato men, 

Cou'd I have made them virtuous, mild, and good, 

I had been amply paid for all my toils : , 

But who (hall ftop the haughty conqueror? 

Alas ! my fon, their cruelties obfcarc 

The luftrc of their fame ; I weep the fate 

Of thefc unhappy viflors, ras*d by licav'n 

To greatnefs but to be fupremely wicked. 

O Guzman, I am verging to the grave, 

Let me but live to fee thee govern here 

As juftice ihall direct thee, and I die 

With pleafure. 

GUZMAN* 

By thy great example fir'd. 

With thee I fought and conquer'd for my country ; 

From thee muft learn to rule : it is not mine 

To give the wife and good Alvarez laws. 

But to receive them from him. 

ALVAREZ. 

No; my fon. 
The fov'reign pow*F can never be divided : 
Worn down with years and labour, I refign * 
All worldly pomp j it is enough for me 
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If yet fn3fUiBebIe voice be fometimes beard 
To counfel and dired thee ; truft me, Guzman, 
Men are not .creatures one wou'd wiih to rule : 
To that almighty being, whom too long 
I have negleded, woH*d I confecrate 
My poor remains of life ; one boon alone. 
As friend, I aik of thee, as £ither claim -, 
' To give me up thofe flaves who by your order 
Are here coniin'd -, this day, my fon, ihou'd be 
A day of pardon, mark'd by clemency, 
Andnotbyjuftice- 

GUZMAN. 
. . A requeft from you 

Is' a command; but think, my lord, I beg, 
What dangers may enfue : afavage people. 
But h^lf fubdued, and.to the yoke.of flavVy 
Bending relu<ftanc, ready for revolt, 
Shou'd never be familiar with their conquVors; 
Or dare to look on thofe they (hou'd be taught 
To tremble at: unarm'd with pow*r and vengeance 
They wou'd defpife us ; thefe untutor'd Indians, 
Fiery and bold, ill brook the galling rein 
Of fervitude, by chaftifement alone 
Made tame, and humble, pardon'd once, they think 
You fear *cm j pow,r, in (hort, is loft by mildnefs ; 

K 2 Severity 
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Severity alone enfiires obedience. 

The brave Caftilian ferves in honour's cm&f 

With chearful refignation, 'tis his pride. 

His glory; but inferior nations court 

Oppreffion ; force and 'only force conftrarns them : 

Did not the gods of thefe barbarians drink 

The blood of tncn, they wou*d not be ador'd. 

ALVAREZ. 
And can a chriflian, as thou art) approve 
Thefe tyrant maxims^ the detefbd oflSspring . 
Of narrow policy i are thefe the means 
To win the wild barbarian to.our faith I 
Think'ft thou ta rul^then witJi an iron hand* 
And ferve a God of pe^co with war zni flaughter { 
BravM I for this the buming trppic's rage^ 
And all the terrors of a world unknown^ 
To fee our cbuntty cursed; our failk di%racfdi 
God feitt ut here for ocfatr purfoftsy 
Sefit us to nnake bis- holy name revered^ 
Hi9 facred laws beloved : viuHk wc» my fon, 
Unmindfiil Qf that faitfaiwliicb we profe(s. 
The laws we teaeb* siiul 9)1 tbe tender ties 
Of foft humanity, inladaieftiU 
For blood and goldy inftead of winaijig o'er 
Thefe (avagei!.by gendc «iCM9# deftroy tbeai» 

a: 
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All is confufion, death, and horror round us^ 
And nought have we of heaven but its thunder ; 
Our n^me indeed bears terror t^rth it; Spain 
Is fear*d^ut hated too : we are the fcourge 
Of this new world, vain, covetous, unjuft ; 
In ibort, I bluih to own it, we alone 
Are the barbarians her6: the iimple favage, 
Tho' fierce by nature, is in courage equal. 
In goodnefs our fuperior. O my 6ufi:fnan, 
Had he, like Us, been prodigal of Uoodi, 
Had he not felt the throbs of tender pity^ . 

Alvarez had not liv'd to fpeak hi§ virtues : . 
Haft thou forgot that day, when by a croud 
Of defpVate natives I was circled in 
. On ev'ryfide, and all my faithful band 
Of followers cut'ofFj alone I flood. 
And ev'ry moment lookM for death, when, lo ; 
At mention of my name, they dropp'd their arms ; 
And ftrait a young American appfoach'd me, 
£mbrac*d my knees, and bathM 'em with his tears ; 
And *• is it you, he cry'd, is it my friend I 
** Live, good Alvarez, virtue pure as thine 
•* May be moft ufeful to us j be a father 
** To the unhappy 5 let thy tyrant nation, 

K J « That 
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** That wou'd enflave «s, learn from hence — to par- 
don, ^ 
** And own a favagc capable -of virtue." 

1 fee you're mov^d j O hearken to the voice 
Of mild humanity, by me (he fpeaks, 
By me addrelles Guzman ; O my fon, 
Can'il thou expeA die ohjeSt of thy wiihes, 
The fair Akira e*er will crown thy hopcst, 
If thou art cruel ? think*ft thou to cement 
The deareft bonds of nature in the hjood 
Of her lovM countrymen, or fliall their groans 
Be heard, and Gutman fofcen into mercy ? 

GUZMAN. 
'Tis your command, my lord, and I fubmit } 
.They have their freedom, but on this condition, 
For fo our laws require, they muft be chriftians : 
To quit their idols, and embrace our faith. 
Alone can fave 'cm j we muft bend by force 
Their ftubborn hearts, -and drag 'em to the altar s 
Qne king muft be obey'd, one God ador'd. 

ALVAREZ. 
Hear me, my fon, I wifh, as much as Guzman, 
^rhat truth may fix her facred empire here, 
Tli.u nuiLhcr heav'n nor Spain henceforth may find 

A 
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A foe on earth ; but know, the heart opprefs'd 
Is never conquered : I force none, yet;^ 
Have conquer'd many ; the true God, my fon," 
The God of chriftians Is a G9d of mercy, 

. GU:5MAN. 

YouVe conquer'd,' fir, the fiither o*er bis fon- ' . 
Is abfolute*; atedyou, my lord, wou'd foften^ 
The bardeft hearty whilft virtue by Alvarez 
In mildeft accents pleads her pow'rful caufe : 

fince kind heav'n to thee hath- lent the ajrt 
Of foftperfuafion, ufe it for thy (on. 

On thee alone depends the happinefs 
Of Guzman's life : the proud Alzira fcoms 
My profFer'd hand : I love her but too well, 
Heav'n knows how dea^rly ! but I cannot ftoop 
Meanly to footh a haughty woman *s pride, 

1 cannot make myfelf a poor tame flaye 
To her imperious Will j but thou haft pow'r 
O'er the fair tyrant's father j talk to him 

For the lafi time ; let him command his daughter 
To take my hand, and make your Guzman happy $ 
And yet it hurts my foul to think Alvarez 
Shou'd ftoop fo low, and be a fuppliant for me^ 

K4 ALVA- 
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ALVAREZ. 
Already I have (]x)ke, and Montezuma 
Hath feeh liis daughter ^ fhe will foon be diine. 
IVe been a friend to his unhappy race. 
And footh'd the iforrowB of captMty : 
Already he bath' quitted bis £iUe gods ^ 
Alzira too, a. convert to our fiuth. 
To this new wodd ibines forth a bright example. 
She only can unite the jarring aationsy 
And make us bafi^ ; thy long wifli*d-ibr m^Miali 
Shall join two diftanC globes i thefe fierce barbarians^ 
Who now detcft our laws* when they ihall 4ce 
The daughter of their king in Guxnun's amiSy 
Chearful beneath thy eafy yoke flull bend 
Their willing hearts, and foon be all our own :. 
But Montezuma cdnes; away, my fen, 
£xpe£l me with Atoira at the altar* 

SCENE. 11. 

ALVAR£Z> MONT£ZUMA. 

A1VARE2. 

At length, obedient to a father*8 will, 
Alzira yields, 1 hope, to thy perfuafion. 

• M O N. 



A L Z I it A. 201 

MONTEZUMA. 
If yet my daughter trembles at the thought 
Of wedding him who has deftroy'd her race^ 
Alvarez will forgive a woman's weaknefs j 
For thou has been a £tther to the wretched c 
Thy gentle manners teach us to revere 
That holy faith from whence they fprung 5 by thee 
The will of heav*n to this new worid reveal'd, 
Enljghten'd our ^ark mmds s what mighty Spain 
Uncon^uer'd left, thy virtue has fubdued : 
Thy cruel countrymen's remorfeiefs rage 
Had rendered cv'n thy God deteftaUe, 
But that in thee his great perfections fhinc. 
His goodnefS) and his mercy ; in thy he^t 
We trace his image ; Montezuma's thine. 
His daughter, andhishoufe^ the good Alvarez . 
Shall have them all : Potofi and Peru, 
AVith my Alzira, fhall defcend to Guzman : 
Prepare the nuptial rites, adorn your temple. 
And let your ion be ready to receive her : 
Methinks it is as if th'immortal beings 
Had deign'd to vifit earth, and mix with men, 

ALVARBZ* 
O Montezuma, let me live to fee- 
This Ueft-event^. and I {hall die content. 

K 5 O 



202 A L Z I R A. 

O God, whofc gracious hand condu<9cd us 
To this new world, enlighten and prcfcrvc it ; 
Propitious fmile on thefc firft holy vows 
Made at thy altar here I adieu, nsy friend. 
To thee I owe my Guzman's happinefs* 

SCENE III. 

MONTEZUMA alone. 
O thou true God, whofc powVful arm deftroy'd - 
Thofc idle deities I once ador'd. 
Watch o'er the poor remains of my fad life. 
And footh my forrows ; 1 have loft my all. 
All but Alzira, O proted her youth. 
Watch o'er her fteps, and guide her tender heart ! 

. S. C E N E .IV. . . 

MONTEZUMA, ALZIRA. 

MONTEZUMA. 
Daughter, the hour is tome to make thyfelf 
And the world happy, to command the conquVor, 
And make the vanquifliM fmile, reftore thy country 
To her loft honour, and to regal pow'r 
Rife from the bofom of adverflty. 
Alzira will obey, I know fhe will i 

Dry up thy tears^ a father muft not iec them. 

ALZI- 
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ALZIRA. 
I have no will but yours j yet, O my lord> 
See my defpair, and look into my foul. 

MONTEZUMA. 
No more of that ', thy word is pafs'd, Alzixa, 

And I depend on't. ' 

ALZIRA. 

> 'TwaS extorted from me 5 - 
The cruel facrifice ; is this a. time 
To plight my faith, and* think of nuptial joy. 
This baplefs day, when all I held moft dear 
Was ravjtih'd fj»m me, when our wide-ftrctch'd em- 
pire 
And all her hofls, the children of the fun. 
Inglorious fell beneath the cruel Guzman i 
O 'twas a diy mark'd by the hand of heav'n: 
As moft unfortunate. / ^ ' 

MONTBZUMA. 
Our days, Alzira, 
Are happy or unhappy from ourf(;lves. 
And not from circumftance or accident. 
As fuperftition taught our ancefiort 
To credit ; think no more on'^. 
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ALZIRA* 

On this day 
My Zamor fell, our country's great avenger. 
My lover, chos'n by thee, by thee, my father. 
To be Alzira's hu(band« 

MONTEZUMA 
I have paid 

The debt of ferrow due to Zamor'd iSheSf 
And hold his mem'ry dear ; hut death haa canteli'd 
Your mutual bonds ; therefore po longer ihed 
Thofe fruitlefs tears, but carry to the altar 
A free and che&rful heart ; thy God comminds, 
He calls thee to him ; if thou art achriftian. 
Now hear his voice. 

ALZIRA. 

Alas ! my lord, I know 
A father's pow'r, and know my duty to him, 
''TJs to obey, to fall a facrifice 
Before him ; I have pafs'd the utmoft bounds 
Which nature e'er preicribed } thy will alone 
Hath been my law, nor did I ever flain 
With difobedience my true faith, for thee 
I left my country's gods, and am a chrifliaa ; 
Alas ! my father, why wou'dft thou deceive inry 
Why tell me, the new deity I ferve 

Wott'd 
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Wou'd bring tne peace, that his all -healing powV 
Wou'd cafe my torturM heart ? dclufivc promifc ! 
For O my lord, the deadly poifon fttU 
Lurks in my veins, ftill Zamor's image dwells 
In his Alfcira's heart, nor time nor dcaHi 
Can e'er efface it : well I know Alvare2 
Condems that paiGon which he once approved : 
But I will make him ample recompenfe ^ 

By my obedience : — wed me to the tyrant^ 
Give me to Guzman, 'tis a facriiice 
I owe my^ country ; but remember, fir, 
How dreadful 't»^ and tremble 9t the thought 
Of fuch unnat'ral, fuch detefted bonds, 
Thou who condemn'ft'me to thefe fatal mxptiab, • 
Who bid'ft Alsira g^ve her hand to Guzman, 
And at the altar promife him a heart . 
Which is net hers to give. 

MONTEZUMA. 

What fays my child ? 
O in the name of ev'ry tender tie . 
That binds thee to me, ipare a wretched fathef ! 
Pity my age, and do not, by the woes 
Which thou alone, Alzira, can'ft remove, 
. Let me intreat thee, O embitter not 
The &d remainder of Alvarez* life I 

Have 
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Have I not ever firove to make thee happy. 
And wilt thou not return tit ? O my daughter, . 
Let virtue guide thy fteps: in duty's path. 
And lead thee on to blifs ! thy country calls. 
Wilt thoujjctray her ? learn henceforth, . Alxira,, 
To be the miftrcfs of thyfelf.. . 

ALZIRA>. 

And muft I 
Learn to difibnble then ? ungrateful taik ! 

SCENE V. 

GUZMAN, ALZIJR A. 

GUZMAN- 
Thefe long delays, Alzira^ are unkind, 
And, let mc add, ungenVous, to the man 
Who lives but to oblige ypu : for thy fekc 
I ftoppM the. hand of jufticei all thofe captives, 
Whofe pardon you folickcd, are free : 
Buf I (hou'd bluih to ^ink that Guzman ow'd 
Thy kind compliance to fo poor a fervicc; - 
»Tis on thyfelf,' and thy confenting heart. 
He founds his hopes, nor thought I e'er till now 
My happinefs cou'd make Alzira wretched. 

ALZI- 
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ALZIRA. 
Wretched indeed ! O grant, kind heay'n^ this day- 
May not prDve fatal to us both ! yot» fee 
I am abafh'd, confounded, left a prey ^ 
To horror and defpair : do not thefe eyes 
Alone betray the anguifh of a mind 
Opprefi'd with gtief i can'ft thou not read it there*? 
I know thou, canft : fuch is my nature, Guzman 5 
Ne'er did Alzira's face bely her heart : 
Diffimuladon and difguife, my lord. 
Are European arts, which I abhor. 

GUZMAN. 
I love thy franknefs, but lament the caufe -, 
Zamor is.ftill belov'd, his mem'ry lives 
Within thy breaft, my rival ev'n in death : 
This is too much," Alzira ; du<iy, honotir. 
Virtue forbid it : weep no more, it wounds ' 
My heart,, and I am jealous of thy tears. 

ALZIRA. -^ 

Jealous of him, my lord, who in the grave 

Is mouldering now, my lov'd, lamented Zamor i 

For I confefs I lov'd him, we were bound 

By mutual vows, and (Ull I weep his fate : 

If thou'rt a friend to conftancy and truth, . 

Thou wilt not blame my paffion, but approve it. 

By 
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By thi9» and this alone, may Goxman gain 
AIzira*8 heart. 

SjC E N E VI. 

GUZMAN aldne. 
Her pride aftoniihes. 
And yet I know not how her freedom charms me : 
There is a favage beauty in her heart 
That fuits the wildnefs of her native clime $ 
But fofter manners may fubdue her mindj 
And bind her flubborn fierceneft to the yoke 
Of duty ; Guxman now is lord of all. 
And nought remains unconquier'd but Alzira : 
Refolv'd by Force or art to make her mine. 
Our hands, if not our hearts, (hall be united. 

Ekd of fhc First Atr. 

' '-- - '■'' ^"1' '- -< 

ACT IL SCENE I. 

ZAMOR, Aswricant. 

ZAMOR. 

Y noUe friends, and fellow fitficrart. 

Whom dangers ftiti^hen, and misfortuoes 

make 

But 
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But more Illaflrfous, fhall we ne'er obtain 

Or fweet revenge, or honourable death ? 

Still muft we live unable, or to ferve 

Alzira, or our country; jfhall we ne'er 

Find out the hated Guzman, and deffroy 

That fell deftroycr? O my country's gods, 

Pow'riefs and vain, ye gave up this fair land 

Of liberty to hoftile deities ; 

And tamely fufFer'd a few wamd'ring Spaniards 

To fpoil your akars, lay your temples wafte^ 

And defolate our empire^ I have loft 

A kingdcim and AImh ( irH is gone 

But ihamc, and forrow, and Tefentmenty thoft 

I carry'd with me to the burning fands 

And gloomy defarts j there I cheriih'd long 

The fecret hopes of vengeance : you, my friends, 

Reviv'd your drooping Zamor, and infpir'd 

His (bul with flattering thoughts of better days: 

Deep in the foreft's (hade we left a band 

Of chofen fpirits, refolute and boh). 

And hither came, impatient to obferve 

The walls upraised by our tremendous foe, 

They watch'd, and fcjz'd us : in a dungeon long 

Confin'd, at length our tyrant maftets grant us 

Leave to walk forth, and breath the wholefome air, 

Yet 
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Yet will not deign to let us know our fate.: 
C^n hone infofm me where we are,, who dwdls- 
Within this feat of fowow? where's Alzira, 
Where's Montezuma, lives he, is he free, 
Ota vile flave.like Zamor? fay, my friends. 
And partners in afflidion, know ye not ? 

An Ameiican* 
Like you, my lord, in chains, and hither led* 
By fecret. paths, we're ignorant of all : 
Great Cacique, worthy of a better &te. 
If 'tis decreed that thou muft fall, atleafl; 
Thou ihalt find friends prepar'd jto penfh with*thee^ 
And owathem^ not unworthy.of their mafler*. 

2fAMO*». 
After a glorious vidlory, my friends, 
A glorious death is moft to be defir'd i 
But O, to die in vile obfcurity, 
To perifh thus in ignominious bondage. 
To leave our Weeding country thus enflav'd 
By European robbcrs> thofe aflaiEns 
Whofe third for blood and gold, diefe proud ufurpen, 
Who would extort by cvVy cruel art 
Of punilhment thofe riches which we hold' 
More cheap, more* worthlefs than themfelves, to leave 
My lov'd Alzirji, Zamor's dearer half, 

T« 
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To their licentious fury» O my friends, 
'Tis worfe than death : I tremble at the thought* 

, SCENE IL. 

ALVAREZ, ZAMOR, Americans. 

ALVAREZ. 

Live» and be free. 

ZAMOR. 

Good heav'ni what da I hear i 
O unexpeded found ! what God art thou 
In human fhape ? a Spaniard, and forgive I 
It cannot be : art thou the ruler here ? 

ALVARB25; 
No, captive } I am only the prote^or 
Of innocence opprefs-d. 

ZAMOR. 

Thoti good old manj 
What is thy office here ? ' * 

ALVAREZ. 

To aid the wretched. 

ZAMOR. 
What could infpire thee with a thought fo noble ? 

ALVAREZ. 
My gratitude, religion, and my God. 

ZAMOR.. 
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ZAMOR. 

God and rdigioh ! v^bzi ! thefe dniei tyrants^ 

Thefe ruffians, that ftill bath'd rn human blood 

Difpeople earthy and change the fixiiiing^face 

Of nature to a drearjr deiart, they 

Who worflup avarice alone I their God 

Cannot be thine ! 

ALVAHEZ., 

It is the fame, my fon^ 

But diey oflend him, they difgrace his name. 

And are indeed more guilty ; they abnfe 

Their new-got pow^ : thou fcnow^ft their xrime, feat 

know 

My duty too : twice hath the training fun 

Enlighten'd in his cosrtc our werld and yoiits 

Since a brave Indian, who he was I know not, 

Stepp'd from amidfl his fellow-favages, 

And fav'd me from their Atry; from that moment 

I felt yq^r forrbws, pity'd your misfortones^ . 

And held you as my brethren and my friends s 

Cou'd I but meet my kind deliverer. 

That gallant ftranger, I ihou'd die in peace, 

ZAMOR. 

His age, his features,^ his tranfcendent virtue. 

All, all confpire to fay it is Alvarez : 

Behold, 
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fieholdy and mark us well, canft thou diftinguiih 
The hand that fav'd thee i 

ALVAREZ. 

Graciou9 hi^av'n ! come near, 
O Providence ! . it is^ it ojuft be he. 
The wifh.'d-foc obje<S of. my gratitude ; 
He whomthefeeyesy grown dim with age, hare, fought 
So long in vain; my fon, my benefador. 
What {hall I do to ferve thee ? thou ifaalt live 
With old Alvarez ; he ftali b^thy father. 
Thy guardian and proleAor here : kind heaven 
In gracious pity hath prolonged my days. 
That I might pay the debt I owe tp thee. 

ZAMOR. 

if thy barb'rous nation had poflefsM 
But half the virtues that adorn Alvarez, 
Our willing world had bowM fubmiffive down 
Before them > but their fouls are not like thine. 
Fox they delight in Wood, whilft nature's felf 
Abhorjing (hudders at their cruelty;. 

Death were more welcome far than life with them : 
Urge me not therefore, good Alvarez, all 

1 wilh to know is this, have they deftroy'd 
My noble friend, the wretched Montezuma, 

where*! 
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Where's my Alzira's father ? O my lord. 
Forgive thefi tears, the memory of paft griefs 
Sits heavy on me. 

ALVAREZ. 
Let 'em flow my fon, 
'Tis the beft mark of our humanity : 
The heart that feels not for another's wor 
Is fit for ev'ry crime: thy friend furvives. 
And full of years and honours lives with us 
In happinefs and peace. 

ZAMOR. 

Might I behold him? 
ALVAREZ. 
Yes ; thou (halt fee him foon, : may his perfuafion 
Induce thee to think better of us all, 
And follow his exampje ( 

• ZAMOR. 

Can he live 
With chriftians, Montezuma live with chriftians i 

ALVAREZ. 
Have patience, Ton, and he (hall tell thee all. 
Touching our union, and the facred bonds 
Yhat foon ihall bind in cords of amity 
Our world to thine—- but I muft to my fon, 

And 
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J\ncl let him know my bapjunefe; I leave thee 
£ut for .a moment ^ £ire thee well. 

SCENE ra. 

^AMQRy Americans. 
Atlaft 
Heav'n feems to ibtile on Zamor ; I have found 
Amongft thefe vile barbarians one juft man, 
Honeft and true : Alvarez is a god. 
Sent down from heav'n to foften this rude Woiid, 
And ble(s mankind : he faid he had a Ton, 
That fon (hall be my brother and my friend. 
If be is worthy of his noble father : 
O glorious hope I (hall I again behold 
<jreat Montezuma a'ter three long years ? 
Alzira too, my dear my lov'd Alzira, 
SMI I embrace thee, haft thou kept thy faith. 
That firft of virtues, to reward thy Zamor ? 
The heart opprefs'd is ever diffident : 
Another old man comes this way : my foul 
Is ftill perplex d. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
MONTEZUMA, ZAMOR, Aiacrican*. 
ZAMOR. 
O noble Montezuma^ " 
Do I once more embrace thee? fee thy Zamor 
Snatch'd from the jaws of death ; he lives to fave - 
And to defend bis prince : behold thy friend, 
Tby foldier, and thy fon : O wherc's Alzifa ? 
Be quick, and tell me, let me know her fate, 
My life depends on that. 

MONTEZUMA. 

Unhappy Cacique, 
'TVith grief fincere we have lamented thee ; * 
Thy fellow foldiers to thy mem**ry rais'd 
The decent tomb, and ev'ry honour paid 
Due to thy virtues : but thank heav'n ! thou liv'ft. 
Henceforth may happier days await thee, Zamor ! 
But fay, why cam'ft thou hither ? 

ZAMOR. 

To revenge 

My gods, mylelf, my father and Alzira. 

' MONTEZUMA. 
What fay'ft thou? 

ZAMOR. 
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ZAMOR. 
Call to mind that dreadful day 
When die fierce Spaniard, terrible in arms, 
Rufli'd dirough our pow'rlefi hofts, o'ierthrew our 

bulwark^. 
And Iftid our empire wafte ; his name was Guzman : 
That name, thou well remember'fl, was the fignal 
Giv'n for dcftnidion | at diatname they fhatch*d 
The iweet Alzira, thy lov'd daughter, from me. 
And bote her to captivity with thee 
And all thy race ; deftroy'd the holyaltar^ 
Where I had hoped to make Alzira mine. 
Then dragg'd me to die tyrant : (hall 1 tell thee ' 
What cruel torments that infatiate^monfter 
Inflided on me, to extort confeffion 
Of hidden gold, the chriftian's deity. 
Which we defpife and trample on ; half dead 
They Jeft meand redr'd : time, Montezama, 
Can never bury injuries like mine ; 
Thou fee'ft me here, prepared fof*great revenge : 
Some chofen friends, attach*d to Zamor's caufe. 
By equal wrongs provok'd, with equal hate 
Infptr'd, await me in the neighboring foreft, 
Refov'd with me to conquer or to die. 

VoL^VI. L M O N- 
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MONTEZUMA. 
O Zamor, whither wou*d thy headlong paf&on . 
Tranfport thee ? wherefore woud'ft thou thus purfue 
That death which fecms (b willing to avoid thee ? 
What can thy friends do for thee ? their weak anm» 
Their fi(h*bone fpears, their fabres made of ftone^ 
Their foldiers naked, and ill-difciplin'd, 
Againft thefe giants arm'd with mortal fteel. 
And launching their dread thunder bolts againft thee? 
Swift as the winds, their fiery courfers bear them 
To certain viftory j the world is theirs. 
And we, my Zamor, muft fubmit. 

ZAMOR. 

Whilft life 

Shall animate thefe veins, I never will : 
No, Montezuma : theh: deflrudlive thunder. 
Their coats-of fteel, their fiery coariers taught 
Like them to fight, and (hare their mafter'a glory, 
I'his might aflFright, and terrify a while 
Our gaping favages, but I behold 
I'his pompous fcene unruffled : to fubdue 
Our haughty foe one thing alone's required, 
And that is, not to fear them ; novelty. 
That conquers cowards, only has enllav'd us : 
Gold, tbatpernicious native of our ibil. 

Draws 
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Draws Europe hither, but defends us not 
Againfther ; niggard nature has deny*d us 
A noblermotal, herall-conqu'ringfteel. 
And giv'n it to barbarians; but kind heav'n. 
In lieu of this indulgence, hatbbeftow'd 
'*" Virtues on us which Europe never knew: 
I come to fight and conquer for Alzira. 

^ MONTEZUMA. 

Urge it no more, my Zamor, heav'n declares 
Againft us, calm thy rage ; the times are chang'd, 

zamor:. 

Chang'd, did'ft thou fay, my lord ? it cannot be. 

If Montezuma's heart is ftill the fame. 

If my Alzira's faithful, if I live 

Still in her memory. — thou turn'^ft afide 

And weep'ft. 

MONTEZUMA. 

Unhappy Zamor ! 
ZAMOR. 

Am I not 
TTiy fon,'Our tyrznts have not alter'd thee ? 
They cannot, fure they cannot have corrupted 
An old man's heart, and made it falfe as theirs ? 

La M O N- 
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MONTERUMA. 
I am not guilty, Zamor, nor are all 
Thefc conqii'fors tyrants; fome were fentby beav*fl 
To guide out footfteps in the paths of truth, 
To teach us arts unknown, immortal fecrets. 
The knowledge- of mankind, the arts, my (on. 
To fpeak, to think, to live, and to be happy. ' 

3 AMOR. • 

horrid ! can*ft thou praife thefe ruffians, whilft 
Thy daughter, thy Alzira, is their flave ? 

MONTEZUMA. 
Zamof) Alzira's free. 

ZAMOR. 
Ha! Montezuma, 
Alzaa free ? forgive me, but remember, . 
She's miiie, my lord, by every folemn tie i 
You promisM'me, before the gods you pfomis'd. 
To give her to roe ; they recei/d our vows ; 
She is not perjur'd ? 

MONTEZUMA. 

Call not on thpfe gods. 
For they, are vain, and fancy'd idols all ; 

1 have abjur'd them, and henceforth muft wprihip 
That powV fupreme which hath fubdued them. 

2AM0IU 
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ZAMOR. 

The law of thy forefathers, thy religion. 
Is that deferted ? 



Ha! 



MONTEZUMA^ 
I have found its weaknefs. 
And left its varn chidiersis : may the (aoi 
Of Gods convert thee, and infpire with truth ' 
Thy unenlightened foul } unhappy Zamor, 
Soon ihay'il khou know that Europe thou condemn'ft. 
Her virtues, and her faith ! 

4 ZAMOH. 

What mighty virtues 
Has ihe to boaft ? thou art indeed a flave 
If tfiou haft loft thy gods, thy faith, thy honour. 
And broke thy fagred word : Alzira too. 
Has (he betray'd me ? O take heed ! 

MONTEZUMA. 

My heart 
Reproaches me for nothing : fare thee well I 
I blefs my own good fate, and weep for thine. . 

ZAMOR. 
If thou art falfe^ thou'ft caufe to weep indeed : 
Pity the tonnenu which I feel for thee, 

K 3 And 
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And fmr thy guilty pity a heart diftra£ted 
By love and vengeance ; let me find out G 
Let me behold Alzira, let me fall 
Beneath herfeet ; O do not hide her from me : 
Cbndudt me, urge me not thus to defpair. 
Put on a human* heart, let thy loft virtue—— 

SCENE V. 

MONTEZUMA, ZAMOR, Quardi. 

Guard. * [To 

The ceremony waits, my lord. 

MONTEZUMA. 

' I come. 
ZAMOlt* 

1'hou wilt not leave me.? tell me, Montezumay 
What ceremony's this ? 

MONTEZUMA. 

No more ; away. 
And leave this fatal place. 

ZAMOR. 

Though heav'n itfelf 
Forbade me, I wou'd follow thee. 

^MONTE-ZUMA. 

Forgive 
My rude denial, Zamor, but you muft not. 
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I iay you muft not— guardt, prevent him — pagans 
Muft not profane our chriftian altars j I ^ 
Command not here, but Guzman fpeaks by me ; 
You tAii& obey : farewell. 

SCENE VI. 

ZAMOR^ Americans. 

2AM0R. 

What do I hear? 
Guzman i O fhameful treafon ! Montezuma 
The flave of Guzman I where is virtue fled i 
Alzira too, is my Alzira guilty ? ^ 
Has ihe too drank corruption's pois'nous bowl 
From thefe vile chriftians ? — that deftroyer Guzman 
Ruks here, it feems ; what's to be done i 

Firft American. 

Permit tnc 

To counfel you, my lorcl ; the good old man 

Who (av'd thee with his (on will foon return^ 

He can deny you nothing ; aik of him 

Safe condufi to the city gates ; that done, 

We may return and join our noble friends 

Againft the foe : I doubt not of fuccefi : 

We will not (pare a man of them except 

Alvarez^ and his fon : I've maik'd, my lord, 

'L4 With. 
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With moft pbfenrant efCj their follot$ tisunpartS) 

And brazen thunden* European arts 

That fright not me : alas \ our countrymen 

Forge their own fliameful chains^ and tamely bend ^ 

Beneath thefe fons of pride ; but foon, my lord^ 

When they (hall fee their great avenger here, ' 

Then will they rife indignant, and deftroy 

This ignominious work of flavery : 

Yes ; on the f>leQding bodios of our foes 

We'll make a path to glory ; pn the heaids 

Of thefe vile chriftiahs turn th^ fiery temped. 

And with their own deftru£live iqftrurpept^ 

Of mmtber.fhak^ this allrufurping powV, . 

Founded by pride on ignorance and fear* 

ZAT^OR. 
O how I joy, ye great unfortunate, 
To find your kindred breafts thus nobly beat 
With fympathetic fury ! let us punifh 
Thcxhaughty Guzman, let his blood atone » 
For our loft country's : O thou deity . 
Of injur'd mortals, fweet revenge, O come, 
Affift thy fervaiits, let but Guzman perifli 
And we are fatisfy'd ! but O my friends 
We talk of vengeance, yet axe captives ftill, 
Stili groan beneath the yoke of ihameful bondage * ' 

Deferted 
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Defisited by Ahrarea, and betray 'd 

By Montezuina» atl I love periiaps 

Is in the powV of htm whom moftl bate^ 

The onij comfort left me » — to dotibt«^ 

But hark! wbatnoikkAzt I the torched flame 

On ev'ry fsde^ and yields double day : 

This barbarous peopk's bnoen flbundtr %0aki 

Some horrid rites, or pompous iacriflce 

Preparing ; lodcax^outid, aokl fee if Zamot 

Shall &ve his iil6c6-lov'd friends, or perifli with them* 

EvD of Ae SiooNii Act, 
A C T m. S C E N E I. 

A'LZIRA alone. 

' £ manes of my dear departed Zamor, 
Forgive me, O fci^ive the wife of Guzman ! 
The holy altar hath received our vows. 
And they are feai'd in heaven : purfue me not. 
Indignant fhade ! O if Alzira's tears, , 
Her bitter anguifli, her remorfe, the pangs 
Of her reluftant foul, can reach the dead, 
is in ^-htipficr world thou ftill retain'ft 

L 5 Thy 
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rby genVous noble fpiric, thou wilt pardon 
My weaknefs j 'twas a father's cruel wHl^ 
A people's bappmefs requir'd it of me $ 
Cou'd I refufe the dreadful facrifice i 
Thou art at peace, my Zamor, do not thu$ 
Diftra£lmy fou), but leave me to my fote ; 
Alas ! already it has coftmedear. 

SCENE 11. 
ALZIRA, ]^MIRA. 
And (hall I not behold my countrymen. 
The lov'd companions of my infant years, 
Tbofe wretched captives, may I not enjoy 
The mournful privilege to nux with theirs 
My friendly tears, and mourn their cruel fate ? 

EMIRA. 
O madam, we have caufe indeed to weep. 
To dread the wrath of Guzman, to lament 
And tremble for our country ; for the hour 
Of daughter and deftrudtion is at hand : 
Again I faw the bloody flag difpla/d. 
The proud tribunal's met, and Montezuma 
Is fummon'd to appear : all dreadful omens ! 
What will become of us? 



ALZIKA. 
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ALZIKA. 

Unpitying heav'n ! 
Pvc been dcccivM, betray'd :— xruel O Guzman I 
Was it for this I gave him at the altar 
l^y long reluiS^ant hand ? that fatal bond 
I fhalj repent of to my lateft hour : 
O under what malignant ftar, my father, 
Mad'ft thou thefe cruel, thefe detefted nuptials ? 

SCENE in. 

ALZIRA, EMIRA, CEPHANES. 
CEPHANES, 
One of thofe flaves, whom this propitious day 
Reftor^d to freedom, begs admittance to you 

tn fecrct, 

ALZIRA. 

Let him enter \ 'twill rejoice 

My heart heart to fee him ; he and all his friends • 

Are welcome to Alzira : but why comes he 

Alone \ 

CEPHANES, 

Some fecret labours in his breaft. 

Which you and only you, he fays, muft know. 

'Twas he, it feems, whofe heav'n-dircdled arm 

Sar'd 
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Sav'd the good father of riqr. vilj^t brd. 
The noble Guzman. 

EMIR A. 

- - He has fought you long; 

But Montezuma's private orders .wecyi. 
He fhou'd not fee you : melancholy fits 
On his dark brow, as if he were intent 
On fome great puipofe. . . 

CEPHANES. 

Grief and anguifh feem 
To radc his foul : at mention of your name 
He figh'd, and wept, a^ if y^t ignorant 
Of your new honours and the rank yau bear. 

ALZIRA. 

Unworthy rank, and honours I defpife ! 
Perhaps the hero knows my wretched race. 
And is no ilrangertd Alzira's w.oes^ 
Perhaps he knew my Zamor ; who can tell 
But he might be a witnefs of his death. 
And comes to tell the melancholy tale i 
A dreadful duty ! that woa'd but renew 
A lover's pangs, and double my difireis $ 
But let him come : I know not why my heart' 
Shpu'd flutter thus ; this hateful palace ever 

Hath 
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Hath been a fcetie of M di^iuietude - 
And trouble to oie : bid him enter. 

SCENE IV. 

•ALZIRA, ZAMOR, EMIRA. 

25AMOR. 

res; 

It is Alzira : is (he tbtn^ ttOoted ? 

ALZIRA. 

Such were his features, voice, and motion : heav*n I 

It cannot be ; O Zamor ! — O fupport me. 

[She fikints. 
ZAMOR. 
'Tis he. 

AL2IRA. 

Ha ! Zamorat'Atzira'sfeet ? 

'Tia all dclufion. 

ZA^OR. 

Ko| lllveibr diee. 
And at thy feet reckuqi thy [dieted faith $ . 
O my Alzira, idol of my fouf. 
Wilt thou nbt hear me ? where are all thy vow9> 
The facred ties that bound us faft together, ' . 
Thoii haft not broke them ? 

AEZJRA, 
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ALZIRA. 

Thou dear fatal object 
Of grief and joy, of rapture and defpair. 
In what a dreadful moment haft thou tiioCe 
To meet Alzira ? ev'ry word thou utter'ft 
But plunges a new dagger In my heart. 

ZAMOR. 
. Thou weep'ft, yetlook'ft on Zamor ! 

ALZIRA. 

y- ' J'is too late : 

ZAMOR. 

I know you thought me dead : e^er fince that hour 
Of terror, ^en thofe European tyrants 
Depriv*d me of my gods, my throne and thee, 
Tve been a poor unhappy wanderer. 
Know'ft thou, my love, that favagc murthW, 

Guzman, 
With ignominious ftripes, and cruel torture, 
Infulted me i the hufband of thy choice. 
Thy once lov'd happy Zamor, fell a prey 
To ruffians :— how it wounds thy tender heart ! 
Thou burn'ft with fierce refentment of my wrongs. 
And thou wilt join with Zamor to revenge them : 
Some guardian god, propitious to our, loves^ 

Savy 
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Sav'd me from death, that wc might meet again 
In happinefs r I hope Alzira's tnxi : 
Thou haft not left thy gods, betra/d thy country. 
Thou art not grown a falfe perfidious Spaniard ? 
They tell me I fhall meet with Guzman here, 
I come to free thee from that proud barbarian : 
Thou lov'ft me, my Alzira, and wilt give 
The viflim to my wrath. 

ALZIRA. 

Thou haft been wrong'd ; 
Revenge thyfelf, and fee thy vidim — here, 

ZAMOR. 
What fay'ft thou ?— ha ! thy faith, thy vows — 

ALZIRA. 

No more, 
But ftrike— I merit not, or life or thee. 

ZAMOR. 

O cruel Montezuma ! what thoutold'ft me 

Was but too true. 

ALZIRA. 

And cou'd he tell thee all ;. 

Nam'd he the wretch for whom I quitted Zamor ? 

ZAMOR. 
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ZAMOR. 

He did not, durft not nam« faim v that reillaiAt 

For.tbee ; O ipeak it: I &^be Ai/prfa'd 

At-nofibing* 

ALZIRA. 

Hear then all my guilt. - 
ZAMOK,. 
ALZIRA. 



Alzira ! 



That Guzman --— 

Gfrkd^tts heaven I 

AlziAa. 

Thy murdierery 

Within thta hour receiv'd my guSty hand j 

He is •— my hufband. 

ZAMOR. 
Guzman ! 

ALZIRA. 

Momemuna, 

Akarez — - they betra/d my eafy you(h^ 

And urgM me to the diced : the loft Alzira 

Did at the chrifKan altar give up all 

Thatflie held dear on" earth, Hefgods, hercotrntiy. 

Her.*— Zamor : O by thofe dear injur'd names 

I beg thee, take this hated life. 

ZAMOR. 
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ZAMOR. 

Aizira, 
Can it be true ? id Gasman then diy buiband ? 

ALZIRA. 
^o plead a father^s undifputed right. 
To fay how long I ftruggled with my duty, 
To number o*er the fniideis tears I ihed 
For three long yean lamenting Zamor's death* 
Thatftill I lov'd thee, that I left in wrath 
Thofe pow'rlefs goda that had deferted thee. 
And from defpair alone became a chriftian. 
Perhaps might mitigate Alzira's crime s 
But I difdain it, I acknowledge all, 
Con&ft my guilt, and fue for puniflunent. 
Who Ihall abfolve the wretch whom love condemns t 
Take then a life that Is not worth my care 
Without thee i doft thou not abhor me, Zamor ? 

Z$.MOK. 

No : if thou lov'ft me fBll, thou art not guilty : , 
May I yet hope that Zamor has a place 

In his Alzira's heart? . i 

ALZIRA. 
^When old Alvarez 
And Montezuma led me to the altar 

I 
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I thought on Zamor, thought him then no morC) 

But rev'rencM, but adorM his memory: 

Our tyrants^ our ufurpers know I lov'd tliee j 

I told 'em a31, told heaven and earth, nay told 

My hulband -^ and O take this laft &rewel> 

Hove thee ftill. 

ZAMOR. ^ 

Is this then our laft hour 

Ofhappinefs, and muft we part fofooni 

So lately met ? O if the voice of love ■■ ■■ 

ALZIKA^ 
Tis Guzman and his father. 

S C E N E V. 

ALVAREZi GUZMAN, ZAMOR, ALZIRAt AttndiBls. 



ALVAREZ, [Te( 

Son, behold 

With thy Alzira ftands my great preferver» 

My benefactor, my deliverer. 

[IVZandr. 
O noble youth, to thee I owe my life. 

Let me embrace thee, be my fecond ion. 

And (hare the pleafures of this happy day 

With Guzman and Alvarez* 

ZAMOR. 
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ZAM.OR. 

If e thy fon j 
I Guzmaa then thy fon, that proud barbarian i 

ALZmA. 

Avert the terrors of this dreadful momenf> 

Indulgent heav'n I 

ALVARJ&2. 

In what aftonilbment — *— < 

2SAM0R. 
How cou'd a father, brave and good, like thee 
Be curs'd with fuch a fon ? 

OTTOMAN. 

Infulting flave, 
Who gave thee licenfe thus to fpurn thy mafter 7 
Thou know'ft not who I am. 

ZAMOR. 

I know thee well j 
And thou among the wretches thou haft made 
Perhaps may'ft one day meet the injured Zamon 

GUZMAN. 

And art thou he ? 

ALVAREZ. ' 

Ha! Zamor! 

ZAMOR. 
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^AMORv 

'Tis the fame, 
'Tis ZAtttotf whom thy cruel hund opprefeM 
With Ignominious tortures, he whofe eye 
Thou dar'ft not meet ; thou tyrant ravUber, 
Com'ft thou at laft to rob me of my^beft 
Anddearefttreafure? with thy ruthlefs fword 
Make fure tby irengeaMr, and prevent the fate 
Which thou deferv'ft, e'er Zamor, who preferv'd 
Thefatber» ihall chaftife (he guilty font 

ALVAlleS. (ToGataMto 

What fay^ft thou, Gmamn% can'ft thou anfwer this t 

OUisMAN. 

It wefe benetth m« $ punUhmenc alone 

Shoud anfwer infolence,. and, but for tkeCf - 

E'er thi^he {hou*d have met with it. 

[ Taming to Ahte^ 

You, madam, 

For your own honour might have more regard. 
If not for mine, than thus to parley with 
A traitor : come^ no tnote of this, Alzira, 
Thy tears offend me : hulhands may be jealous ; 
Remember that and tremble* 

. . ALZIRA. (ToGoansB. 

Cruel Guzman ! 
My kindprotcdor, 

Tumiflg 
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( Turnrog to AbaieE. 

Good AWatof hear mo : 

And thoti» 

[ To Zamor*. 
In better days my donreft hope^ 

look with pi^ on the loft Aiair^ ! 

[Minting to Zftaiofv 
Behold thehufbandwliom my father chofp^ 
Long e*er this haplefs country bow'd the a^k 
To European tyrants, Zamor fdl. 
So fame reported, ajid with him Peru, 
Then firft fubdued : my wretched father,, old 
And full of forrows, to the chriftian's God, 
Forfaken by.his own, indignant fled ; 
The chriftian ^Itar faw Alzira's hand 
Giv'n to her lover's murth'rer: thy new faitb^ 
Which 3rct I know, not, may condemn Alzira, 
ButtVirtue will forgive me when I add. 
That ftill I bve thee, Zimor ; but my oath, 
My marfiage vow, rafh fatal marriage I fays 

1 never muft be thine — nor can I now 

Be Guzman's — falfe to both, ye both have caufe 
To hate me : which of you will kindly end 
My wretched being ? Guzman's hand, already 
Stain'd with the blood of my unhappy race. 

Were 
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Were fittcft to revenge the lojur'd rights 
Of honour and of love ; be juft for once. 
And flrike the guilty. 

GUZMAN. 

Dar'ft thou thus abufe 
The goodnefi thou defery'ft not ? but remember 
'Twas thy requeft ; thy fnioifliment b ready : 
My rival dies ; — away with him. 

ALAREZ. 

Inhuman ! 

O ftop, my fon, confider what is due • 

To him who fav'd thy fath^ — ye arc both 

My children — let that tender name infpire 

Your breads with pity for an aged father: 

At Icaft — 

SCENE VI. 

ALVAREZ, GUZMAN, ALZIRA, ZAMOR, 
Don ALONZO, a Spaniih officer. 

ALONZO. 
My lord, the foe is at our gates ; 
On cv'ry fide their brazen bucidcrs ring 
With barbVous diffonance : aloud they cry, 
Revenge, and Zamor, whilft with meafured fteps. 
Solemn and flow, the clofe-wedg'd phalanx moves. 

As 
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As if thefe ravages had learn'd from us ^ 
The arts by which we conquer'd them. 

GUZMAN. 

Away: 

Let us be gone ; my prefence foon (hall teach 

Thefe flaves their duty — heroes of CaftUle, 

Ye fons of vidl'ry, this new world was made 

To wear your chains, to fear, arid to obey you. 

ZAMOR. 
To fear and to obey ? 'tis falfe, proiid Guzman ; 
Ycare but mortals lite ourfelves, no more. 

GUZMAN. 

OuardS) drag him hence. 

ZAMOR. 

[To the Spaniards furrounding him 

• Ye dare not : are ye gods. 

And muft we worihip deities thus bath'd 

In our own blood ? 

GUZMAN. 

Obey me, flaves. 

ALZIRA. 

. , My lord! 

ALVAREZ. 

Remember, fon, that Zamor fav'd thy father. 

G U Z. 
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GUZMAN, 
My lord, I ihall jFenember yonr i^udtion^ 
You taught me how to €onquer» aod I fly 
Once moie to vi£bry : farewell ! 

SCENE VII. 

An-VAKEZ, ALZIRA. 

ALZ^RA. ^ [Kieeting. 

My Lord, 
Behold me at your feet, accept the homage 
Due to thy virtues ! Guzman's injurM honour 
Calls for revenge, Alzira was to blame ; 
But I was bound to Zamor by theties 
Of facred love, long e'er I knew thy Ion 5 
We cannot give our hearts a fecOnd time : 
Zamor had mine, and ever muft preferve it : 
O'he is good and virtuous, forhefav'd 
Thy life, Alvafez—O forgive me! 

ALVAREZ. 

Kife 
Alzira, I forgive and pity thee j 

Feel as a father and a friend thy forrows. 

Lament thy Zamor's fate, and will protefi him : 

But let the foleian vow thou mad'ft to Guzman 

Be grav^ within thy heart ; thou art no longer 

The 
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The miftreft of thyfelf : remember well 
ThoCi art my daughter — Guzman was moft cruel , 
I know he was, *but ftill he is— thy hufband : 
Perhaps he may relent ; heav'n grant he may ! 

ALZIRA. 
Alas ! why art not thou my Zamor's father ? 

End of the Third Act. 
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xALVAREZ, GUZMAN. 
ALVAREZ. 

Fortune, my fon, has crown'd thee with fuccefs. 
Endeavour to deferve it j do not ftain 
The laurel wreath with blood,^ but let fair mercy. 
That adds new luftre to the comju'ror's glory, 
Infpire thy breaft with pity ; be a man, 
A cbriftian, and forgive : Alvarez a(ks thee 
To pardon Zamor, (hall a father plead 
In vain ? Q Guzman, fhaJl I never foften 
Thy favagc manners, never teach my foii 
To conquer hearts ? ,^ 

GUZMAi*V 
^ Alvarez has pierc*d mine 

Moft deeply ; afk my life, and it is yours, 

Vol.. VI. . M . But 
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But leave my honour, leave mc my revenge ; 

How can 1 pardon Zamor, when I know 

Alzira lovci him ? 

ALVAKEZ, 

Therefore he defcrve$ 

Thv p!ty more. 

^* ^ . GUZMAN. 

O to be pity* 4 thus. 
And thus belov'd, Guxman wou'd die with plealkur e* 

ALVAREZ. 
With all that fierce Vcfentment, fecrft thou too 
The pangs of jcaloufy?' 

GUZMAN. 
And can'ft thou blame 
An injured huiband? I have too much caufc 
For jcaloufy, and yet thou pity'ft not 
l'h*unhappy Guzman. 
^ ' ALVAREZ. 

Thou art wild, impetuous. 
And bitter in ^hy wrath j Alxira's virtues 
Defcrve a milder treatment i whcnoppos'd, 
Her open heart, rough ^ her native foil, 
Refifts with ftubborn firmnefe, but wou'd yield 
To foft pcrfuafion.; gentle means, my fon, 
Are ever the moft powerful. 

G UZ- 
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GUZMAN. 
Muftlfooth 
The pride of beauty, wear a brow ferene. 
And cover my refentment, to cxpofc 
My cafy heart to new ifldigmtie3 ? • -• 
I {hou'd have thought, that jealous of my honour 
You wou'd approve, and not condemn my rage : 
Is it not fhame enough that I am wedded 
To a proud flave, who hates me^ braves my powVy 
And owns her heart is given to another ? 
Whom yet, to make me inore accurs'd, I love, 

ALVAREZ. 

Why blufh at that ? it is a lawful pai&bn. 

Indulge but keep it ^*ithin proper bounds^ 

For all excefs is guilty — only promife 

You wiH determine nothing tiW I've feen her 

Once more; 

G4J2JMAN. 

A father's will maltie obey*d ; 

I will fufpend my wnith^ but urge me, fir. 

No further, 

ALVAREZ. 

. All I want is time : farewell. 

[Exit. 
G|^KMA'Nal«ne. 

And have I liv'd to env<y Zaaaot's fate, : 

To envy a vile flave, whb fcarce det^ves 

The njime^of man !— What do I fee ? Afzira ! 

M 2 SCENE 
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js Gjic N E n. 

» 

gvzmj^, alzika^ emira. 
Xlzira. 

'Ti$ I, my lord, 'tis the affliaed mfe 
Of Guzman ; (he who honours, who reveres, 
And yet has injured thee : I come, my lord. 
To throw me at your feet, to own my crime, 
And'beg forgivenefs: nought have I difguisM, 
My open heart confefs'd its fatal paffion 
For the unhappy Zamor ; if he dies. 
He dies becaufe Alzira was fincere ; 
But I fhall more aftdniih thee, I come 
To plead for him ; I know that Guzman^s proud, 
Refentful, and fevere, and yet I hope 
He may be gen'rous, 'tis a conquVor*s pride. 
His glory to forgive : an aA like this 
Wou^d gain thee mor< than conqueft can beftow. 
Win ev'ry heart, perhaps ev'n chslnge Alzira's. 
A fawning Spaniard might have promised mose, 
Havefigh'd, and wept, and foften'd thee with tears. 
Which I difdain ; the hand of nature form'd 
My plain untutorM heart, if ought can move it^ 
'Tis generofity : let Guzman try 
If it is nude of penetrableaiould. ' 

G US- 
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GUZMAN. 
If youVe fo fond of virtue, 'twould become you 
To^know and practice it, to ftudy, madaniy 
Thofe manners you condemn^, to learn your duty. 
To treat yourfelf, your honour^ and your fame 
With more refpeA ; nor dare to name a rival 
Whom I ahbor, but watt \n humble filence 
Till I determine what fhall be his fate.j 
It is enough if I forgive Alzira : ; 
This heart is not infenfible ; but know, 
Thoie who believe ihall always find me cruel. 

S C E N E m. 

ALZIRA, EM IRA^ 

EMIRA. 
He loves you ftill, and yet may be perfuaded. 

. ALZIRA. 

Ay, but he's jealous, that deftroys ipy Zamor, 

I loft his life by afking it; but fay, 

Emira, canft thou fave him ? fha!l he live, 

7'ho' far from his Alzira i didft thou try 

That foldier ? 

£MIRA« 

Yes ; the grand corrupter, gold,* 

Has bought him to our intereft ; he is ready. 

M 3 ALZIRA. 
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ALZIRA. 
Thai^ heav'n, liiat metal doth not always prove 
The inftrument of ill : bttt hafte, Emira. 
EMIR A. 

Is Zamor then devoted todcftruftjon ? 
Cannot Alvarez fave hitn t have the -council^-* 

ALZIRA. ' 
I have a thoufand fears for hhn : alas I 
Thefe tyrants think the world was made for them. 
That they were bom the Ibv'reigns d mankind^ 
That Zamor is a rebel and a flave : 
Barbarians as they «re-<^thM oruri q»unctl — 
But rifpreveht their mwrthVous purpofes : 
That foldier, my £mira» how he lingers I 

EMIRA. 
Be not alarm^ j nighi's.friendly Ihade proteils him. 
And he will foon be here wish Zamor ; fleep 
Hath closed the tyrMt'$ eye^ ^nd we arc/af^. 

ALZIRA. 
O let him lead me to the prifpn gate 
That I may fet him free. 

EMIRA. 
• Behx>Id^ he comes : 

But ihou'^l ye be difcover*d, foul diihonour, 

Difgrace, and infamy — 

A L Z I- 
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ALZIRA. 

Attend on her 
Who wou'd betray the man flie loves ; this flume 
Thou talk'ft of is an Eutope^in phantom. 
Which fools miftake for virtue ! 'tis die jove 
Of glorj not of joftice^ not the fear 
Of vice but of reproach -, a (hame unknown 
In thefe untutored climes, where honour fhines 
In its own nadre light, and fcorns the a'd 
Of fuch £ilie Ittftre ; honour bids me fave 
A loTcr and a heio dius defened. 

fiCE N E. IV. 

ALZIRAi ZAMOR, EM IRA, a Soldier. 
ALZIRA. 
O Zamor, all is loft, thy puniflunent 
Already is prepared, and thou art doom'd 
To inftant death | lofe not a moment's time, 
Buthafte away, this foldier will conduft thee : 
Alas ! thou fee'ft my grief and my defpair, 
O iave my hufband from the guilt of murther. 
Save thy dear fdf, and leave me to my fate. 

ZAMOZ. 
Thou bid'ft me live, I muft obey Alzira : 
But wilt thou follow the poor friendlels Zamor i 

M 4 A 
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A deiart arid thid heart are all I now 
Have left to ofter, once I bad a throne. 

--.^ ' ALZIRG. 

What were a throne and empire without thee ? 
Alas ! my Zamor, to the gloomy dtCart ^ 
My foul (hall folbw thee ; but I am doom*d 
To wander here^alon^ to drag a life ' . 

Of bitternefs and woe, to fpend my hours 
In fed refle£lions on my wretched ftate. 
To be another's, and yet burn for thee : 
I bid farewel to Zamof and to joy ; 
Away,' and leave me to my duty > fain 
Wou'd I pre&rve my honour, and my love^ 
They both are facred. 

ZAMOR, 

What's this idol hon^ur^ 
This European phantom, that deludes thee i 
TMs chriftian altar, thofe detefted oaths 
Extorted from thee, this triumphant God i 
What have they done to rob me of Alzira ? 

, * ALZIRA. 

My facred promife — 

ZAMOR. 

*Twas a guilty vow, • 
And binds thee not ; perdition on thy oaths. 
And thy falfe God, whom I abhor ! faxtwel ! 

« A L Z I* 
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Ai:ziRA* 
O flop my Zamon , 

ZAMOR. • ' 

Guzman is thy hufband. 

ALZIRA. 

Do not upbraid but pity me* 

ZA^fOK. 

^ O think 

On our paft loves. 

ALZIRA. 

I think but on thy danger. 

ZAMOR. 
Thou haft betrayM me. 

ALZIMA. 

Noi Ilovetheeftill: 
If 'tis a crime)' I own, nay glory In it $ 
But hence, and leave me here to die alone; 
Some dreadful purpofe labours in thy breaft t 
How thy eyes roll! O Zamor-^ 

ZAMOR. 

'Tisr^v'd. 
ALZIRA. 
Where art thoii going? 

ZAMOR. 

t Glorious liberty, 

rU ufe thee nobly^* 

ALZIRA. 

If thou dy'ft remei&ber 

I periihwlth dice. • • ^*' '* " 

Ms ZA- 
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ZAMOR. 
In this hour of terror 
Thou talk'ft to me of love : but time is precious^ " 
Condud me, foldier : fare thee well. 

S C E N E V, 

AtZIRA. 

He's gone ; 

But where I know not : dreadful moment ! Guzman, 

For thee I quitted 21amor: bafte, Emxra, 

' FoUoW him, fly, return, and tell me all. 

Think'ft thou that foldier will be faithful to us 7 

[Exit Emira.' 
I know not why, but fomething tells me here. 
This -day, forme, will be a day of bpfror. . 

God of chriftians^ thou all conqu'riog pow'r, . 
Whom yet I know not, O remove the cloud 
From my dark mind i if by my, fatal paffion 

1 have offended thee, pour all thy vengeance 
On me, but fptrc my jSamor j O conduft 
His wand'rixig footfteps thro* the dreary def^rt ! 
Is Europe only worthy of tly caic ? 

Art thou the partial parent of one world, 

And tyrant o'er another ? all dcfervc 

Thy equal love, the vifltgr^and the vanquifti'd 

Are all the work of thy creating "hand*, . ^ . • 

"But 
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. But hark ! what dreadful cry is that ? methought 
They call'd on Zamor — hark ! again that noife ! 
It comes this way-: my Zamor's left, 

S C ii N E VL 
ALZIRA, EMIRA. 

ALZIRA. 

Emira, 

I'm glad thcuVt come : what haft thou feen^ what 

done. 
Where is he? fpeak^ and eafe my troubled fool. 

SMIRA. 

it is paft all hope-; he cannot live : 
Cpnduded fafely by thft fiu^hTul Ibldier 

He pafs'd the guards, then darting from him rufliM 
Towards the palace ; trembling t purfued him,^ 
Amidft the horrors of the felent night, 
Almoft to Guzman's chamber j there he Ycap'd me, 
Tho' oft I caird on him, oft ^ook'd in vain : 

1 beard a dreadful {hriek, fome cfy'd atoud, 

He's dead : the palace is in arms : fly, miidaibi ' 

And fave yourfcif, 

AL^IRA. - i 

Let us begone, and help . 
My Zamor. * # 

EMIRA. 

What can wc do for him ? 

AL"2l^ 
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ALZIRA 

Die. 

^ S C E N E VII. 

' ALZIRA* El^IR A, Don ALONZO, GuanU; 

ALONZa 

Tv^ orders, Inadam, to fecure you. 

AXZIRA. 
^ Slave, 

What mean'ft thou ? where's my Zamor i 

ALONZO. 

That I know not: 
Permit me to CQndu£t you* 

ALZIRA. 

cruel fate ! 
I muft not die then ? Zatiior is no more» 
And yet I live, a captive, and in chains : 

ignominious !*»-<loft thou weep, barbarian 7 

1 miift indeed be wretched, if my woes 

Can to^ucb a heart like thine j I'll follow thee i 
If deatl) Skwaits tfie, I obey with pleafure. 

*£np of the FooRTK Act. 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

ALZIRA, Guards. 
AL2IRA. 

PRepares your tortures, you who call yofarfelves 
The judges of mankind ; why am I left • 
In dread fufpenfe, uncertain of my fate ? 
To live, or die ? if I but mention Zsunor ^ 
The guards around me tremble, and took pale. 
His very name affrights them. 

SCENE II. 
1^0NT£ZUMA» AXZIRA. 

ALZIRA. \ 

Ha! myfethcr!- 

MONTEZUMA. 
Omy Alzira, what a fcene of woe 
Hath thy imprudent fatal paffion brought 
Amongft us ! we were pleading for thy Zamor, 
The good Alvarez had well nigh prevail'd. 
When on a fudden an arm*d foldier rufli'd 
With violence in, and bore down all before him; 
'Twas Zamor's fclf ; with fury in hi|,tfpca^ 
And wild dIftra£tion, on he (]prung to Guzman, 
Attacked, and plung'd the dagger in his bfeaft : 
The blood that ifTued from your hufband^ wound 

Guih*d 
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GufliM ofi your father: Zatnor then refignM, 

With calm fubmii&on at Alvarez' feet 

Fell humble; « take," he cry'd, <Mhi$ guilty fword, 

*< Stain'd with thy Guzman's bloody I am reveng'd ; 

*^ !Now nature calls on thee to do thy duty, 

*' As I have mine j ftrike here :" then bar*d his breaft 

To theexpefted bloiv: the good Alvarez 

Sunk breathlefs in my arms > conlufion followed 

And cries and horror ; Guzman's friends upraised him' 

Bound up his wounds, and tryM by every art 

Of medicine to preferve his life ; the people 

Accufe thee- sCS accomplice in the deed, 

And call for jufticc oi\ thee. 

ALZIRA. 

And coud'ft thou •— — 

MONTEZUMA. 
Onoj my heart rufpcfts thee noti Alzira, 
Thy foul I know is capable of error, 
fiut not of guilt: alas! thou did'ft not fee • 
The preciptece before thee :* Guzman dies 
By Zamor's hand, thy hufbaod by thy lover ; 
They will conciemn thee to a ibameful death, 
But I will try if poil^le to move 
The council ia thy &youn 
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ALZIJIA. 
Donot.fuc 
For 1X1 c, my father, of thefe cruel tyrants, 
Let but Alvarez live, and love me fti!I, 
I a(k no more : Guzman's untimely fate 
Imuft lament, becaufc 'twas horrible, 
Becaufe, more dre4dful ftil|> ht bad dcferv'd it : 
Zamor revcng'd hi^ wrongs^ I caxuiot blame . 
Nor can I praife him for it i he muft die s 
Alzira wifhes but to follow him. . 

ALVAREZ. 
Oheav'n, affiftmetotUsw^ofjnfiPcy! , 

scE N E m. 

ALZIRA/ * 
Now«nd al> gradotis pov/i^i this wretched hei^gl 
Alas ! Alzira, rt^e new God thou fcrv'ft 
Withholds thy hand, and fays thou muft not fioifh 

Thy hatcdlifej thcdtitiesllcftr - ' "^ 

Deny'd me me not the privilege to die. '' * '• *'^** «^ 

Is it a crime to haften QA,;pttba|>r^ 

A few ihort years^ the nxllverfal doom 

Appointed for us all? atid muft wedriok. .: 

The bitter cup of ibricow tQ thiljdfeii:?^ i . j.:j t *.() 

In this vile body is there aiighttrfi fiusod! . i) oi ; ; \i i 

That the freelipkit Qtm*d:aQUlm$im mUrjc :j.:L. it 

' :y It» 
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For 



IttiioQirlji&anfiofif thi^ all-conquVmg mdon, 
Shilt tbey Jifpeopk earth, dchoy my tws^ 
Condemn Akin, ixd I mi be miiiicfi 
0(mj own life f Barbarians ! Zamor tben 
lluftdieiAioitiuti, 

SCENE IV. 

ZAMOKmchiym, AL2IRA, Guinii. 
2 AMOR, 
Yes, ft IS decreed; 
Wc both muft die j tei^ath tk fpedous frame 
Ofjdliix, thcmfeuwl hath conJemii*J un 
Gnzmm f ct live^s my erring hand W left 

Its work uBfiRffliy i t^^ ^'^f^"*^ ''"^ 
To glut fcif vcngsme with AJiini's WooJ, 
To uflc a^raut'a fivage joy, and fee m 
Fcrift rcgctber- to pronoonce our doom 
Alvircz comes: I am the guilty adci 

Tboud/ft forme, Alzira^ 

Then no njort^ 
^omc ifk coTties wlrii Zaonor: 
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Hie heart that's due to thee, and thee alone : 

Yon dreadful fcaffold, for our death prepared, 

Shall be the altar of my love j there, ZaiiOrr^ 

ril offer up my faith^ and expiate there 

My crime of infidelity — the worft 

^ Of all our fentence is, that it muft come ' • 

Fron^ good Alvarez. 

2SAM0IL 

See, he*s here ; his cheeks 
Are bath'd in tears. 

ALZIRA. 

Alas ! who moft deferVes 

Compaffi^ti ? thii y^ill bft a dreadful parting. ' 

S C E N E V. 
ALZIRA, 2AMOR. ALVARKZ, Guv^ 
2 AMOR. 
From you we both expedt to hear our fate. 
Pronounce it, we are not afraid to die : 
Zamor deserves it, hehasflain thy fon^ , 

The fon of good Alvarez, of my friend ; 
But what, my lord, has this fair innocent. 
What has Alzira done ? thou art not cruel> 
Proud, and revengeful, like thy countrymen,' ' 

Diftingui(hy,iy thy clemency, we lov'd 
Alvarez i wilt thou give up the fair tide 
Of juft and good, and bathe thee; in the blood 
Of innocence? ALZI-' 
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ALZIRA. 

Revenge thyfelf, revenge 
Thy fon j^Sut do not thus condexnn the guiltle(s ; 
I am die wif? of Xiuzman/ that. alone 
Should tell thee, I wou'd fave, and not betray hinif 
£v'n tho' I bate^, I rcrpefied blm> 
And iwerv'd not from my faith, thou knowft I did Aft : 
Carelefs of what the fland'ring multitude 
May tluAk, I reft my diara£ter on thee> 
Acquitted by^Alvarez, for the reft 
*Ti8 equal all : if Zamor dies, Alzira 
muitgowimiim: ipnryih3ca!caC4 ; 

, ALVAREZ.. 
Amazing iceoe of tendernefa and honor I 
That he fhould be th.^ murth'rer of my fon 
Who was my kind deliverer ! O Zamor, 
To thee I owe a life which I abhor ; 
It was a fatal gift, .and bought 49o dear : 
I am a father, yet I am a man i 
Spite of a parent's grief that cries aloud 
For vengeance on thee, gratitude pleads ftrangly ; 
She will be heard :-«-and thou who wert my daugbtHt 
Whom yet I call by that dear tender name s 
Think not I joy In the inhuman pleafure 
Of fell revenge ; I lofe a friend, I lofe 

A 
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A daughter) and a ion: tbe^oua/cil (looPM ttee 
To deaths and bids a wret<:hed father pafs 
The cruel fcntencef I cou'd not refufe / 
The drea4fiil taflc, and now am come^ my children, 
To fave you both : it is in Zanior's pow'r. 

. •* ZAMOR. 

To fayc Alzira ? fay, ^at's tp be done ? 

ALVAREZ. 
Believe in him who now Infpives AWares ;' 
One word wiU change j^air late': the law decrees, 
Whoe'er becomes a chriftian nieet8«forgiveRe&, 
TheXjod of pardon will himfeif o'erfhade 
Thy ev'ry crime, and take thee to his mercy; 
Spain will protcft and loveihee as a brother i 
Alzira ihaU be fafe» ye both j(hall live $ * 
rU anfwer for her life as for thy own ; 
Zamor, to thee I fpeak 5 -of thee I aHc 
Another life, I owe thee one already 5 
A father a(ks thee only to be happy, 
To be a chrillian, and to (ave-Alzirai 

ALZIRA. 
What fays my love? fay, Ihou'd we pdirchaft life , 
So dearly? SKall I quft my geds for Guzman's, _ - 
And be a traitor? «cllmc, thioti fege.tyi^nt, 
When I was matter of i thy ifate, wou'dftthou. 
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Had Zamo^ Aied, have quitted thy owti gods 

For mine I 

ALVAREZ. 

I fliou'd have done as now I do, 

ImplorM th* almighty being to enlighten 

A heart like thine, and make thee a true chrifiian. 

KAMOR. 

cruel conteftJ what am. I to choofe. 
Or life or death, Alzira, or my gods. 
Which mufti leave? Alzira, 'tis thy caufe^ 
Determine it j I think thou W9U*dft not brine 
DIfHonour on thy Zamor. 

ALZIRA. 

Hear me then: 
Thou know'ft that, to obey a father's wiU, 

1 gave another what to thee alone 

I had devoted ; I embrac'd his faith. 

And worfliipp*d Montezuma's God j perhaps 

It was the error of my ealy youth. 

And thou wilt blame me for it i but methought 

The law of chriftians was the law of truth. 

And therefore only did I make it mine 

But to renounce thofe gods our heart adores ; 

That Is ho venial error, but a crime 

Of deepeft die j it la to give up both. 
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The God ive woiih^,. and the God we kave^ 
Tis to be falie.to heaven^^ to the world. 
And to ourfelves : no, ZftmoTji if thou dy'ft. 
Die worthy of ^zira ; hear the voice 
Of confcience ; a& as Ihe alone dire^s thee. 

ZAMOR. 
Thou haft determin'd as I thought tHou wou'dft, 
Zaipor ihall die with honour. 

ALVAKEZ. . 

Then ye (corn 
Our proffi^rM. mercy : hark ! thofe mou^ul cries— 

SCENE VII. 

ALVAREZ, GUZMAN^. Z^MOR, Axomem$, Soldiers^ 

ZAMOR. 

(ave Alsira > let me perifii. 

ALZIRA. 
No: 

1 Will be join*d to Guzman, and to thee. 

ALVAREZ. 

My fi>0 is in the agonies of death ^ 

O Guzman, hear me. 

ZAMOR. 

JLopk oa i&amor, leant 
Ofbimtodie. GUZ- 
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GUZMAN. [foZamor. 

Pej^hapa 1 may teach thee 

Another \ethn : 1 havt otur'd Ac world 

A good example long, and now I mcsui 

To pay the debt. 

[Tuming'to Alrarex. 

My foul Is on the wing, . 

And e*br flic takes her ffight but waits to fee 

And imitate Alvarez i O my father, 

The malk is off, death ha^'at laif unveO'd 

The hideous fee«e,.dfld Aew'd me to myielf ; 

New light breaks in on my ailofdih'd fool : 

O I have been a proud ungrateful being. 

And trampled on my fellow-creatures : heav*n 

Avenges earth : my life can tv^er AOOnc * 

For half the blood I've Iked :' proTperity 

> Had blinded Gusttt^an, death's benigamt hand 

Reftores my fight ; I thahk the inftrument 

Emplo/d by heav'n to make me what I am, 

A penitent : I yet zm maftcr here ; 

And yet can pardon : Zamor, I forgive thee^ 

Live and be free \ but O remember how 

A chriftian aAed, how a chriftian dy^i. 

[To Monteaumv, who kneds to hlau 

Thou, Montezuma, and ye hapfefs vidims 

Of my ambttion»/ay niy clemency 

Sur- 
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SurpafsM my guilt, and let your fov'rtfgns know, 

That We were born your conquerors* . 

fToZamor* 

Obferve 

The difference, Zaitior, *twixt thy God and mine : 

Thine teach thee to revenge an. Injury, 

Mine to forgive and pity thee- . 

V 

ALVAREZ. 

Myfon, 
Thy virtue's ,equal to thy courage, 

ALZIRA. 

Heav'n! 

How wonderful a change ! amazing goodnefs ! 

ZAMOK- 
Thou wilt oWige me to repents -^ . 

GUZ^MAN. 

Ves, Zamor, 
I will do more, thou flialt admire and lovcm^e : 
Guzman too long hath made Afeira wretched^ 
ril make hcr.faappy^ with my dying hand 
1 give her to thee, live and hate me not, 
Reftore your cowntry's ruin'd walls^ and blc6 
My memoiy. 

^ Ai , [ToAltarw. 

^ . . Alvarez, be once more 

A father to thcm>. let the light of hcav'n 

Shifle 
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Shine fi;>rth upon them ; Zamqr is thy fon^ 

Let him repair my lofi. 

ZAMOIL 

Amaz'd) confounded. 

And motionlefi I ftand ; can chrifHans hoaft 

Of fuch exalted virtue: 'twas infpir*d 

Byheav'n i the chriftian'slaw muft bedivInS : 

Friendlhip, and faith, and conftancy I knew 

Already ; but this fears above them all ; -» 

I muft indeed admire and Idve thee, Guzman 

[ Falls at hts fcetr 
ALZIRA. 

My lord, permit me to embrace thy knees : 1 

O I cou'd die for Guzman ; will you then 
Forgive my weaknefs f 

GUZMAN. f 

Yes : I pardon all, ^ 

I cannot fee thee weep and not forgive thee. 
Come near, my father, take my laft farewell ! [dies.. 

ALVAREZ. [To Mrtitezuma. 

I fee the hand of God in all our woes, 
And humbly bend myfclf before that pow'r 
Who wounds to heal, and ftrikes but to forgive. 

End of the Sixth Volume, 
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